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By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” wo 


CHAPTER I. 


A SCOUTING EXPEDITION.. 


/ 

Buffalo Bill and a companion were riding across the 
rolling prairie which stretched as far as the eye could 
reach due westward from the little mining settlement of 
Silver Thread City. 

The great scout’s companion was, to say the least, a re- 
markable looking man. 

Dressed from head to foot in blue velvet, with silver 
trimmings, a broad blue sombrero perched rakishly on his 
head, which was covered with a thick growth of long yel- 
low hair, and mounted upon a splendid specimen of horse- 
flesh, the man was a figure to attract attention wherever 
he went. 


Ford Belfont was his name, and he was the owner of 


several ranches in the neighborhood of Silver Thread - 


City, where he was universally known as the Man in 
Blue. | 

Buffalo Bill had arrived at Silver Thread City a short 
time before with two young men fresh from the East—Dr. 
Donohue, a young physician, and Allan Tremain, the son 


x. 
of Judge Tremain, the most prominent inhabitant of Sil- 
ver Thread City. vs 

He had come to the little mining town on a secret mis- 
sion, and had met the young men, who had just finished 
their education at Yale and were going to settle in Silver 
Thread City. 

The scout’s mission was to break up a band of robbers 
and desperadoes who infested the neighborhood and who 
from their attire were known as the Boys in Black. 

The Boys in Black had lost about ten members in a 
fight with a band of Volunteer Vigilantes which Buffalo 
Bill had organized, and after that had apparently dis- 
banded. 


| Of late, however, sae robberies and hold-ups had 
occurred, and it was pretty clear in Buffalo Bill’s mind 


that the Boys in Black had gotten over their scare and 
were starting in to their business of each and murder 
once more. . 

Buffalo Bill said nothing about his ba ae however, but 
in secret he saw that his band of Volunteer Vigilantes, 


numbering twenty-five in all, of which Dr. Donohue and 


Allan Tremain, who were already fairly good scouts in | 
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spite of their Fadtecd bringing &, were members, were | 
kept ready for action. 

_ “Don’t say anything about our preparations,” he said, 
- at a secret meeting of the band, “but give the outlaws an 
impression that it will be safe for them to gather again. 
If we can only catch them in a bunch we'll wipe them out 
- for good.” , ’ 

The following day the scout set out for a little ride over 
a séction of the prairie in which a man had been held up 

a short time before. 

He hoped that he might find some traces that would 
lead i-m to the hiding place which he was sure the Boys 
in Black had somewhere in the vicinity. 

He was joined by Ford Belfont, the Man in Blue, but 
said nothing to him about his real object in setting out in 


: 


that direction, simply saying that he was out for a canter. 


across the prairie. 


“I'm with you, then,” said the Man in Blue. “Tt’s a 


_. lovely afternoon, and my horse needs exercise.” 


Together the two jogged across the prairie, talking 
pleasantly. 

At length they caught sight i a ee man pemoact 
ing them on foot. 

‘See, there is a man coming to meet us,’ 
in Blue. A 
“Ves, it is old Nemesis Nat, the Hermit of the Range.” 
- “You know. him, then?” 
“T have met him in my wanderings, and have heard 
. something of his sad story. 

‘Do you know him?” | cau 

“I did years ago, when he was on the“warpath as an 
avenger. His family was massacred by Navahoe In- 
dians, and ever since then he has been on a trail for 
scalps.” | 

On the side of the trail, calmly awaiting their approach, 
stood ‘old Nemesis Nat, a weather-beaten, hardened old 
settler, and as they came near Buffalo Bill called out: 


" said the Man 


“Ho, Nemesis Nat, how have v4 been since I met tie 


lage Ay 

“Pretty good, Buffalo, I guesses,” pad rie old man 
spoke coldly, and, turning to the Man in Blue, said, with 
considerable sarcasm : 


“Well, Blue Jay, is you still prowlin’ around after esta | 


and hain’t lost your scalp in the hunt for it?” 


“No, nor do I intend to, Nemesis Nat,” was the laugh- 
ing reply of the Man in Blue, who did not seem eer 
at the way he had been spoken to. 

‘Well, all I have got to say is that if you goes half a 
mile further on this trail, you'll run into an ambush that 
will lay you both Gate es what I says, for I knows 
that which I tells you,” and, shouldering his rifle, Ne- 
mesis Nat walked quickly away up the cep mountain- 
side. 


CHAPTER IL. 
THE INSULT. 


The words and manner of the old hermit, Nemesis Nat, 
seemed a surprise to both Buffalo Bill and the Man in 
Blue. ! } 

The latter appeared to be particularly struck by what 
had been said, and called out: 

“How do you know that there is an ambush ahead, old 
man ?” 

The hermit avenger turned, and halting a moment, said 


‘with an impressive manner : 


“T am self-exiled from my fellowmen. I have a stern 


duty to perform in avenging those I loved; but I am no 
fugitive from justice, no outlaw, no renegade, and though, 


I may not care either for your friendship or that of the 
man with you, I still am of the same race, I am human, 
and would not see you go into a trap set for you. 

“Hence I tell you not to continue on along that trail, 
for death lurks there,’ and with this Nemesis Nat again 
swung his rifle over his shoulder and walked on. 

“I say, old man, what is the danger ahead in our path?” 
called out the Man in Blue. 

But no answer came, and again the Man in’ Blue called 


- out: 


“What danger lies ahead of us?” 

“Death !” 

“T will say no more,” and the old man was passing on 
when the-Man in Blue cried quickly: | | 

“Lend me your Fae Cody, and I will halt him and force 
him to tell us more.’ | 

“I will do nothing of the kind. 

“Fe has warned us, and that is sufficient,” 
falo Bill, coldly. 

“I am sorry, but we will not Sa 
said Bill. — 


replied Buf- 


T go back now,” 


“Do you mean that you will turn back on the warning 


of that old madman?” 

“Tt is just what I do mean.” 

“Well, I will not.” 

oe always heed a warning, come from what source it 
may.” | 
“And I disregard them, especially from that old fel- 
flow. I do not believe there is an Indian ahead in am- 
bush.” 

“He did fiot say they were Indians.” 

‘Who can he mean, then?” 

“Do you forget that there are outlaws in the vicinity.” 

“That is true; but they were badly frightened and have 
fled to their haunts.” 

“Perhaps, only several might have waited to see if they 
were followed, and aad are some splendid places for an 
ambush ahead of us.’ 

“TI thought you were a stranger here?” 


aye ye 


” 


“To the people, yes, but not,to the country, for ] scouted 
through here some years ago.” 

“Well, I shall go on.” 

“T advise you not to do so.’ 

“You know no more about it than what Nemesis Nat 
told you.” 

“JT am a good guesser.” 

“Well, I shall go on.” 

“Better take my warning, Man in Blue.” 

“Why ?” 

“Well, you might meet a Man in Black who will hold 
you up, and I see that you wear costly jewels, a watch 
and chain, and may have money with you.” 

“T have considerable; but I’ll take the chances.” 

“You may lose your life.” 

“Tl risk it.” . J 

“Then I'll say no more.” 

“Come, go with me, for two of us need have no fear 
should me meet any Boys in Black.” 

“No, I shall go back on the trail.” 

“You are afraid to g0, then?” - 

“T heed the warning.’ 

“Then you admit yourself to be a coward?” 

The insulting words had not left the lips of the Man 
in Blue before he was covered by Buffalo Bill’s revolver, 
the weapon cocked, the finger on the trigger, and he heard 
the sternly uttered words: 

“Retract those words, sir, or you are a dead man! « 

“T mean it!” 

And Buftala Bill’s look showed that he was in deadly 
earnest. 


CHAPTER III. 
THE SILENT COURIER, 


The Man in Blue did not change countenance at- the 
sudden and hostile act of Buffalo Bill, but simply looked 
squarely into the muzzle of the revolver and then into the 
eyes of the man he had insulted, and said calmly and in 
a reproachful tone: 

“My dear Cody, it was a slip of the tongue to apply the 
insulting epithet I did to you. 
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The Man in Blue then said: 

a EM poclees to ask you to still go on?” 

“VYes,4 

“You go back, then?” | 

“T turn back on the trail.” 

“And if I should run into an ambush?” 

“You will have only yourself to blame for it, for you 
“have been doubly warned.” | 
“T thought-you were going to say that if I was killed or 
captured you would raise a band of settlers and avenge — 

or rescue me.” 

“You have shown yourself pretty able to take care of 
yourself thus far, Mr. Belfont, but should you get into 
trouble I will do all in my power for you.” | 

“That is some comfort, at least. Good-by,” and the 
Man in Blue rode on along the trail alone. 

Buffalo Bill watched him for a few minutes, and then 
turned back on the trail. 

Then he halted, dismounted, and, taking a pencil and 
notebook from his pocket, tore a sheet from the latter 
and wrote the following to Dr. Donohue, his tenderfoot 
pard at Silver Thread City: 


“DEAR Doctor :— 
““My horse will bear this to you. 

“Please stake him out in the little rib ics beyond the 
timber where we fired upon the outlaws. 

“Fe will be safe there, and in a good hiding place.’ 

“Met Nemesis Ned, of whom I spoke to you. 

“He warned us of danger around, but the Man in Blue, _ 
whom I met on the prairie, pushed on, while [I turned back 
—for a reason. 

“Better push your wounded man, and the dead one, for 


7 


‘Silver Thread,-and put Eyatd of Volunteer. Vigilantes 


over the lock-up. 
“T will return when I ave found the clew I am now 


trailing. 
“Yours, i BB” 
This note was tied securely to the horn of the scout’s 
saddle, the reins were placed over it, and the horse was 
started on the back trail. - . i 
The scotit had taken his haversack of provisions with 
him, his rifle and blanket, and stood watching the horse as_ 
ie went along at a canter, the pace that Buffalo Bill had 


“I am so accustomed to’dealing with men of a different/ started him off at. 


caliber than yours, I spoke generally, and, of course, did 
not mean it, and your record is too well established for 
me to belie it. Can I say moré?” 

“You cannot; but the word coward is as mean an ap- 
pellation to apply to a man as that of thief, liar or rene- 
gade, and I, for one, will not allow a man to brand me 
so, for | demand one to choose his words. But your 
apology is all I ask for, and it is forgotten.” 

And the scout extended his hand, but it was very cer- 
tain that the epithet was one than rankled yet in his brave 
heart. 


Having watched the animal out of sight, Buffalo Bill | 
smiled grimly, and muttered: 

“You will not find me so much of a coward as you’ fe 
plied, my dear Man in Blue, only I will not herald my ap- | 
proach by going on horsebaek and get yanked out of ie 
saddlé by a lariat, or knocked out by a bullet. | 

“Old Nemesis Nat was playing a double game in some — 
way, for I marked him well, and there is something ahead 
on this trail for an honest man to shun. 

“But Tl find out just what it is, very nearly as soon as 
the Man in Blue does, but not as he will, perhaps.” 


i X\ 
4 
' 


So saying, Buffalo Bin swung his havetiack to his 


belt, threw his rifle across his shoulder, and slowly went 


along the trail taken by the Man in Blue, his field-glass in 
his hand and his eyes asada iis every aa of the way 
ahead, 





CHAPTER IV. 
_ VIGILANTES IN THE SADDLE. 


When Judge Tremain, the chief man, heard that Buf- 
falo Bill had started on the trail after the Boys i in Black 
alone, he lost no time in looking up the first lieutenant of 
_ Buffalo Bill’s Volulnteer Vigilantes, a daring young bor- 
- derman named Kent, and he hailed him quickly with: 

_ “Ho, Kent, you are the very man I wish to see.” 
- “Yes, judge, I am at your service, sir,” 
Settler. 

“You could call out the V igilantes, could you not?” 
hie Te eaten Cody was ean sir, and there. was reason 
oe for iit: ; 
| “Cody i is away, and tictes is reason for it. 

“The fact is, Kent, a robbery has been committed re- 
cently which Cody thinks is the work of the Boys in 
Black, who, he supposes, have rs again. Cody has 
taken the trail after them alone; without calling out the 
Volunteer Mig ilantes. I have | growing more and 
_ more anxious about him, and I really wish you would sig- 
nal in, some of the members and accompany me as a re- 
_ serve to eye m case he eee, get into trouble and need 
help, 

Siojt he oe wil do so, judge, eee sad request, for that is 
- sufficient.” 


eY 


“Then, Kent; you Tide On-inte ies Thread and get 


any of your band you may find there, while I, who know 


at the Range Trail, a mile back. 

~~ “Tn that way we will gain time, and I cannot drive off 
- the feeling that be cea Cody needs aid, starting as he did 
on that trail.” 


“T will ride on at once, sir, and be tadke at tite Cross 


Trails within the hour with any of the men I can pick up.” 
The judge dismounted, and began to wait for the com- 


ing of any of the band who would come re that way, as - 
_ just there three trails’ met. . 
He had not long to wait before a young man came in 


sight, riding at a gallop. : 
“Ho, Houston! looking for Kent, I aces oF 
“Ves, judge.” 


“The Vigilantes have been ealled it. 4 eo 
_ “He has gone on into Silver Thread to find ‘others, ang 
you are to wait with me, for others are to come soon.’ 


j The two others came along soon, and were halted by 


the judge, who explained the situation. 
. It was S not t long after that Hirer came in a eas and 


t 
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said the young 
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as half a dozen had now reported, the judge mounted and 
they rode back to the Cross Trails, a point a little further 
back on the road. 

They had not long to wait before they heard the clat- 
ter of hoofs coming rapidly along, and soon there dashed 
into sight Kent and four more of the Volunteer Vigi- 
lantes. 

“A little late, judge, but we can keep right on, sir.” 

“T am glad to see you have six of the boys, for now we 
number eleven Vigilantes and the judge. 

“Boys, the judge says that Captain Cody started on the 
trail of a party of Boys in Black, more than double their 
number, so we start to their support, as they may need aid. 
- “Now, forward.” 

Buffalo Bill had not let his identity become generally 
known at Silver Thread City, as he feared that if it were 
known that Buffalo Bill, the scout, were there, the outlaws 
would be on their guard. He was known to all, save a 


few, as Captain Cody, an ¢x-army officer. 


The young officer leaped into the saddle, his men fol- 


‘lowed his example, and the Vigilantes were off on the 


trail. 





CHAPTER V. 
THE DUMB MESSENGER. 


Allan Tremain and Dr. Donohue, knowing nothing of 
the calling out of the Volunteer Vigilantes, were riding 
across the prairie that afternoon when they saw a horse— 


- riderless—galloping toward them, They both recognized 


it as Buffalo Bill’s horse and their hearts sank within 
them as they looked at the empty saddle. 
The young men turned pale with dread, for it seemed to 


- indicate that the scout had. been killed or wounded. 
your men, will halt any that come along and ‘await you — 


They had become greatly attached to the scout, recog- 
nizing his noble qualities, and realizing all that he had 


‘done for them. 


As though conscious that he bore some news of im- 
portance, the splendid horse came on with arched neck 
and halted right before Dr. Donohue, whose eyes at once 
caught sight of the piece of paper tied to the saddle-horn 
with a buckskin thong. | 

“Ah! a message from Captain Cody! 

“T sincerely hope he is not hurt and unable to ride here,” 
and Dallas Donohue hastily unfolded the letter and read 
what the scout had written, Allan Tremain listening +o 
every word with the same interest that was felt by the 
young doctor. 

“Thank Heaven, he is all right, Doc.” 

“Yes, Allan, but how long will he be, going on as he 
does alone on the trail, and on foot?” 

“T wonder what ‘clew he is on?” 

“Tt-is hard to tell; but if the Man in Blue did not heed 


_ the warning of Nemesis Nat and. Cody did, I would say 
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that hi is dogging Belfont to see eee he can make out 
of him.” 

“It would appear so. I could see that Cody had\a 
suspicion against him that something was wrong.’ | 


“T noticed that also; but the Man in Blue is * right,” 


and Cody is wrong in that quarter.” 
“Maybe, but I-shall wait and see. 
“T only wish we had some of the Vigilantes here to go 


“after, the scout.” 


“So do I—but hark!” 
They listened for a minute, and Dr. Donohue said: 
“That is the sound of horses in a gallop—listen !” 

They soon heard the thud of a number of hoofs, and at 
once were on their guard, for who, or what they were who 
were coming they could not tell. 

“We may have to fight for it, Allan.” 

“Yes; but they are on the. trail coming from Silver 
Thread.” 

“You are right, so they cannot be foes.” 

“T hope not; but little did we dream when at old: Yale 
we would have such adventures as we have met on the 
frontier. 


‘Why, they call football dangerous at Yale, but here it 
is dangerous to be alive, and the men who die natural 
deaths lie few and far between; but here come friends or 
foes, so stand ready for a fight.or a footrace.” 

“Tt is neither, for I recognize the judge. 

“Hurrah! there are a dozen of our oe with him, 
and there is Kent also.” 

The band of Vigilantes, with the si and Lieutenant 
Kent at their head, rode rapidly up to the spot where the 
young men stood and came to a sudden halt. 


“This looks like hot work,” said Allan. “Are the Vigi- 
lantes called out?” 


Judge Tremain told about his fears for Buffalo Bill’s 
safety and his calling out the Vigilantes. 

Then the letter of Buffalo Bill, sent by his dumb mes- 
senger, was read and commenteds upon. 

The Vigilantes decided that it would be best to push on 
after their chief, and, if he was in danger, rescue him 
from it. See 

So on went the band of Vigilantes, each one of them, 

save the doctor and Allan Tremain, being experienced 
plainsmen, and being as well able to follow a trail as an 
Indian.., 
- Judge Tremain had been urged by all to return, and he 
had done so, feeling assured that the Volunteer Vigilantes 
on the trail, he could return home and feel no further 
dread regarding Buffalo Bill. ne 

They had found the spot where the-Man in Blue had 
parted with Buffalo Bill and were making their way 
through a wide canyon, when suddenly, from a short dis- 


’ 


f 
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tance ahead at them, they heard tC fapia Ati: nee Allan 
Tremain called out: | 


_. “There is deadly work ahead, men, for that is the ring | 
of Buffalo Bill's rifle,’ , 3 


CHAPTER VI... 
| BUFFALO BILL CORNERED. 

When Buffalo Bill had sent his horse back with the note 
to Dr. Donohue, he watched the animal until he was out 
of sight. 

Then he turned, and, » glancing down the trail, muttered 
to himself : 

“T am like a Coulanine a great deal seabres on horse-- 
back than afoot. 

“T am playing a bold game, but it’s to win or lose, “aaa 


you bet I am_on this trail to camp, for I cannot drive the Ke ie 


kink out of my mind that I am being fooled by some one. 

‘Well, we shall see,” and Buffalo Bill strolled on along 
the trail taken by the Man in Blue. 

Afoot he could hide himself, when, had ‘he ¢ on 
horseback, it would have been impossible for him to pst sO 

He could go on foot in many places when he could not _ 
have ridden, and then the fall of a horse’s hoofs would 
have been heard by a keen ear quite a distance off. 

Creeping from rocks to rocks, timber to timber, yet 
holding generally the course taken by the Man in Blue, | 
Buffalo Bill continued on his way for a couple of miles i 
and had seen no sign of danger lurking in his path. 

Coming through a wide canyon, with a stream flowing 
through it, and Eee. sides, the scout: said to him- 
self: 

“Tf they are lying in wait it is at the head of this can- 
yon. 

“But the trail » the ee in Blue goes on, and so will 
I,” and he swung down into the canyon with a ‘step that 
was quick and untiring. 

He came to a meadow in the canyon that was nearly a 
mile in length, and he halted and looked hoe and ear 
nestly ahead with his elass. 

There was no going around, unless he went many miles 
out of his way, and the canyon’s sides where the meadow 
was avere steep and would not afford a hiding place. 

One third of the way across there was a group of - 
rocks, the only shelter the scout could find all the way. 

“Well, I must risk it, trusting to luck that the outlaws 
are not camping in the pass just beyond the seins - | 
said, and he kept on his way. | | 

It was an unpleasant feeling that crept over him, the © 
thought that he was being watched, and at one moment 
he was about to turn and go back. | | 

But he overcame the intention and pressed on, at last 
coming to the pile of rocks one-third of the way across. 
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‘Here he halted, and, taking up his glass while he lay 
in hiding, he began to searchingly regard the trail ahead. 


Nothing met his view, not even a coyote or bird being — 


visible. 

“Well, I must go on, for I do not beleve that I am 

seen,” he said. 

He was gathering his things together to move on, when 

his ears, possessing the sensitive hearing of a hound’s, 
caught the sound of distant hoofs. 

At first he could not catch just the direction the sound 
came from, whether from behind or before him, the rock 
walls of the canyon resounding so; but at last the sound 
grew louder, and he suddenly said: 

“Well, I'll have to run for it, or-stand at bay here. 


“They are coming back over the trail, and are outlaws, 


for they can be no one else. 

“Ha! there they come into view. 

“T might make a run for it, and reach the cover of the 
hills, but I'll stand at bay and trust that they will go by 


and not see me—Ah! that will be impossible, for there 


ate a dozen ‘of them, and they will surely see me. 
“Ves, Buffalo Bill, you are cornered this time, and it 1s 
a fight for life.” 


The face of the scout grew stern as he spoke, his eyes | 


 glittered with an angry light, and he placed himself in the 
best position he could to escape observation and at the 
same time be ready to fight to the death. 

- The scout seemed to fully realize that a desperate strug- 
ele was before him, and as he need expect no mercy from 
the outlaws, he meant to give none, to fight them in their 

-own merciless way. . 


As he crouched there among the rocks at bay, his face 


did not move a muscle as he beheld one after the other a 
~ dozen outlaws come into view, all dressed in black; 
masked, and riding horses the hue of jet. 

Buffalo Bill had been right. The Boys in Black were 
again on the trail. ine 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE VIGILANTES AT WORK. 


Buffalo Bill watched the outlaws closely as HY came 
~on at a rush, riding in compact mass. : 

“T do not believe they have seen me, or know that I am 
here. 

“They will find it out very suddenly, for I cannot expect 


to escape being seen, as the trail passes each side of ne . 


rocks. 

“T guess I’ll begin in time to let them know that I am 
here.” | 

On came the outlaws at a rtin, coming straight along 
the trail toward the scout’s position, and riding in close 


order. 
a 
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“I could shut my eyes and pick them off out of that 
bunch,” grimly muttered the scout. 

Nearer and nearer they came until Buffalo Bill felt that 
he would sgon be discovered and that he must act. 

The eyes of Buffalo Bill brightened with a determined, 
menacing light as he glanced along the barrel of his re- 
peating rifle and pulled trigger. 

. One, two, three, four, five!’ the shots were counted 
by the scout as they were fired upon the advancing out- 
laws. 

The first abt told by dropping an outlaw from his sad- 
dle, the second wounded another, the. third killed a horse 
and the fourth and fifth brought down another man and 
horse, while the wild cry of Buffalo Bill rang out with 
defiance to his foes. 

That the Boys in Black had not seen Buffalo Bill was 
certain, that they had been taken by surprise was equally 
so. 

They ‘saw those deadly puffs of smoke coming from 
among the rocks, and they drew rein in hot haste. 

Several started to fly, but the voice of their leader 
checked them. | 

“It is but one man, the same we tried to ambush this 
morning. . 

“He has tracked us, so now fake him alive!” 

The surprised and partly demoralized outlaws seemed 
to realize that their leader spoke truly, that there was but 
one man. 

“Charge, and take him alive!” Poeted the leader, and he 
got his men together once more and they spurred forward 
toward the ‘rocks. 

But Buffalo Bill had not been idle during the tempo- 
rary panic of the outlaws, for he had thrown cartridges 
into the place of those he had fired, drawn his revolvers, 
and, placing them on the rocks by his side, was ready 
again to face the terrible odds against him. 

But ere the outlaws had gotten fairly under way again, 
there was heard a loud cheering back on the trail and the 
Volunteer Vigilantes burst into view. 

Buffalo Bill was astounded. 

He heard the cheer and turned. 

“They are my own Vigilantes,” he cried, and in his 
astonishment he forgot to fire on the outlaws. 

_ The death-struggle had ended in victory for the scout, 
just as he had given up all hope of life and intended to 
dic game. - 

The outlaws had again Baily drawn rein at hearing 
the cheer. 

They were not sure that there was not more than one 
man in their front. 

They supposed it was a trap/ and that he had pad 
it with his comrades then coming. 
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There was but one thing to do, and that was to fly for 
life. 

“We outnumber them, 
cried their leader. 

But the Boys in Black did not stand. 

They saw a force equal to their own in spite of the 
words of their leader, and they fired a volley at the scout, 
another at the advancing Vigilantes, and fled. 

But not all of them, for Buffalo Bill opened fire again, 
and the long-range rifles of the Vigilantes answered the 
fire they had sent at them. 

‘Several men and horses dropped, and then the flight 
became a running fight, with rapid shots exchanged on 
both sides, for the Volunteer Vigilantes had gotten down 
to work; they were striking a blow for revenge. 

The horses of the outlaws seemed the fleeter, or were 
not tired, for they gained well upon their pursuers, and, 
once they gained the mountains beyond the pass, they 
scattered in all directions, and the vIeeaniye were at 
fault and could not follow them. 

But Buffalo Bill’s Vigilantes had begun to. hit -back. 


men; stand and fight them!” 
‘ 


e 


CHAPTER VIIL 
STICKING TO THE TRAIL. 


When the Volunteer Vigilantes dashed up they gave 
their chief three cheers, but he called out: 
‘SO aiter them, pards, and don’t mind me, for I'll fol- 
low soon.’ | 

His horse was being led by a Vigilante, uals soon came 
up, and, mounting, Buffalo Bill pressed forward rapidly. 
_ But he came up with the Vigilantes at fault, as the out- 
laws had scattered, as has been said. 
-» . There was nothing to do but return over the trail, and 
-./a couple of good horses, with their saddles and bridles on 
~ were picked er a wounded animal was put out of his 


misery 

if reminds r me that I saw the chief, as hc fled, draw 
rein.’ ‘over the wounded men and fire his revolver down 
upon them. | 

“He was determined to let no one fall into our hands 
who might be bought to tell ‘secrets. 

“When they kill their own wounded, to pesyiend their 
falling into our hands, you can understand, men,.the 
kind of desperadoes we are fighting,” said Buffalo Bill! 

Five of the outlaws were found dead upon the field, 
and, being searched, they were found to be well supplied 
with money, and this all went into the treasury for the 
common welfare of the Vigilantes. ; 

The bodies were buried, and a couple of wounded Vigi- 
lantes were sent right back to Silver Thread under the 
care of Dr. Donohue. , 
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When the outlaws were buried, the Vigilantes were- 
congratulated by their chief upon their success, and the 
scout asked Allan Tremain to thank the judge for hay- 
ing done what he did and helped him out of a serious situ- 
ation. 


“And I owe you thanks, too, Pard Kent, for you did 
just right to collect the men. 


“We have hit the outlaws a return pas have made 
them feel that we can strike back and that ae shall not 
feel that it is all their way. 


“Mr. Kent, I “would camp the men back where you 
found Dr. Donohue waiting, and signal the rest of the 
band to come together also, as I shall go on from here on 
a scout and return to you there with what information T 
can get.” | 

“Yes, sir, but you wie not.go alone?” — 
“Oh, yes, I can do better. alone in scouting and will call 
on you and the men when I need you to act. 


“I must get some. provisions from some one who has 


~ them, and you had better order fnPP LES, out to the camp 


from Silver Thread, * 


‘How about my ecitigl with you, Captain Goak 2” asked 
Allan Tremain in a whisper. 


“You did not come out here to be buried, Allan, but to 
enjoy life. | i NESies oe aie 

“This making a Vigilante out of you is because circum- 
stances demanded it. | 


“Scouting i is dangerous work, especially after those out- 
laws, as I came very near discovering to my cost. 


“I shall not go mounted, but on foot, and I really be- 
lieve I will be able to make some’ discovery of impor- 
tance, at least I hope so.” © 

‘And the Man in Blue left you?” | 

“Yes, he went on alone.” . 

“And where isthe? Sie A Aa 

“The Lord only knows, for I don't, but I am going to 
find out.” 

“You hold suspicion dane him, I see.’ 

“T still am determined to know Na him, Adlan ; or 
I wish you to thank your father for-sending the Vigilantes 
to my support, and tell him that if he had not done so, ’ 
he would have had to write to Colonel Royall that his chief 
of scouts, sent on 4 special mission, was lost, strayed or 


stolen.’ 


“I do not exactly like your going alone now.’ 
“My dear pard, I have scouted two-thirds oe my, fife 
alone. , 


“Did I have three of my pards with me that I could 
name, I would undertake the contract that the four of us. 
womke rum the Boys in Black to ruin.” 

“And who are those three, if I may ask? ET ibe witt 
“One is Wild Bill, another is Surgeon Frank Powell of 
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the army, and the other is Texas Jack, but now I must be . 
off before the trails get cold,” and Buffalo Bill still con-— 


tinued on in the trail he had been following. 


CHAPTER IX. 
A STRANGE DISAPPEARANCE. 


Buffalo Bill started on the trail of the outlaws alone 
and on foot, while the Vigilantes were still engaged in 
burying the dead at the rocks near which they had fallen. 
_ The scout moved on up to the spot where they had di- 
vided, and then began to examine the trails with the deep- 
est interest. ; 

He became, in fact, so Mined interested in one of the 
trails that he went back-as far as the outlaws had been 
when hé fired upon them. *° | 

Then he hastened on once more, reaching the hills just 
at twilight and camping on the trail. 

He found a good camping place, built a small fire, had 


his supper, and, wrapping himself in his blankets, lay~ 


down for a good night’s rest, for he was tired out with 


hard work of the past few day8. 


He did not have the slightest dread of an attack or of 


my danger, and slept through the night undisturbed, wak- — 


ing up just in time to be on the trail with the first glimier 
of light. 

He had evidently eee up his mind what trail he would 
take, for he went straight off on it without hesitation. 

Over the range he went, keeping up a brisk and steady 
walk, still pressing on along the trail he had started out 
to follow, and toward noon he reached the plains beyond, 
a rolling, fertile, well-watered country, where the ranchers 
of the ie Thread settlement had established cattle 





Th y were perhaps a dozen} in number, ua widely scat- 
‘ered, being many miles apart. 

Tu a fine timber grove upon a rise was a ranch toward 
which Buffalo Bill was making his way. 


There was a big cabin upon it of several rooms, a cow- | 


boy’ s cabin down on the stream, a corral for cattle, horses 
end steers, and the herds were scattered in the meadow 
iand, with several horsemen watching them. 


_ These Buffalo Bill eluded and went straight to/the 


cabin. 

A man saw him approaching arrd ran into the cabin, re- 
turning soon,after with a rifle. | 

“Is it peace or war, pard, that you want?” cried the 
scout as the man came out, 

“Who are you: men cr 

“My name is Cody, and I am a settler over in the val- 
ley. ey sf 

“Ts this the ranch of wes Belfont, the Man i in Blue?” 

ieee” 


‘ ez 


BILL STORIES, 


“I would like to see him.” 

“He is not here.” 

“Do you mean it?” 

“I does.” | 

“I am sorry, for he started for his home yesterday, and 
I fear he has met with trouble.” | 

“Oh, the Man in Blue can take care of himself.” 

Ren doubt of that, if he is HOt trapped; but he is hu-. | 
man.’ 

‘“He’s a dandy for taking care of hidhactf too.” 

“I believe you; but I am anxious about him, and hoped 
I would find him here, but I fear that the outlaws have got 
him.” 

“What outlaws ?” 

“The Boys in Black. a 

‘No fear, for he sleeps with both eyes open.” 

“Weil, he left me to come on to his ranch. 

-“T saw the outlaws, and plenty of them, and they were 
right on the trail he had to follow, and they had a brush 
with a party of settlers and got badly worsted, too.” 

“Good !: 

“I wish that we could wipe them out; but it has been 
the other way in the setilement.” 

“The Man in Blue has had plenty of die to set here, 
should have arrived last night, in fact. 

“But how about getting dinner?” ; 

The man stepped back nearer to the cabin, and after a 
moment said: | 

“All right, you, can ee dinner. * 

“T’m all alone, and I don’t like taking strangers in.” 

“What's the matter with calling up the cowboys if ‘you 
are afraid?” 

“Tl hain’t.afraid, so come and I'll get dinner and call: 


up the boys when it is readv.” 
Buffalo Bill refreshed himself with a gad wash, took a 


seat in front of the cabin, and looked searchingly at the 


place and its surroundings. 

He saw that the cabin was well fitted up inside. 

There was a cot with mattress and silk bedspread upon 
it; some paintings and engravings upon the walls, a shelf 
of books, a table, and anynumber of weapons scattered 
about, with a guitar and violin hanging up near the door. 

The table was set outside, and the man showed that he 
was certainly a good cook, whatever faults he might pos- 
sess. 

He took a horn from a peg and gave half a dozen blasts 
upon it, and soon after three cowboys came up at a gallop. 

They leaped from their horses at the stream, hastily 
washed and combed their long hair, and then came for- 


._ ward and nodded to the scout. 


CHAPTER: X. 
A DESERTED HORSE. 


Buffalo Bill greeted the cowboys pleasantly, when the 


man at the cabin introduced him with: 

“Pards, this be a friend o’ the boss. | 

“Ef yer wants ter know his name, ask nae for I has 
forgot. 

“But he fears ther Boys in Black has got thet Man in 
Blue.” 

The cowboys burst into a laugh, and one said: , 

“You bet you is away off, stranger, for the Man in 
“ Blue hain’t built that way.” 

“He was yesterday, for I rescued him my$elf from the 
outlaws.” 

The men all laughed heartily, and one of them said: 

“Well, he'd ’a’ got away if you hadn’t rescued him, for 
he’s that kind o’ a man, nothin’ holds ther Man in Blue 
when he gits ready to scoot,” | 

“I hope he is so fortunate this time, but his not com- 
ing liome causes me to fear for his safety.” 
1 “Den’t yot lose no rest fearin’ for ther Man in Blue, 
pard, for he'll be along O. K. when he gits ready to 
come in. | | 3 . 

“Won't he, fellers °”’ ) 

“You bet!” NS 

Buifalo Bill said‘no more, but closely watched the men, 
without appearing to do so, while he enjoyed his dinner 
as well. | 

When the cowboys had returned to their duty, the 
scout asked the man if he could leave a note a the Me an 
in Blue. 

beni a moment.of Hieshtaiton he said: 

“Yes, come in and write it thar.” 

)} He pointed to the desk of the Man in Blue, and, sit- 
ting dows, Buftalo Bill wrote: 


“DEAR Ber.Fowt — 

“I got anxious about you and came on to follow you 
up, but had a brush with the outlaws, and a party of set- 
tlers got me out of the trouble. 

“Decided to come and see if you renee your ranch in 
safety. . 
“Am fearful you are in trouble. 
“Will trust, however, to see you soon in Silver Thread: 
“Yours, Copy.” 


“Now, pard, I will leave the letter right here, and I 
wish to know if I can buy a horse from you, for I’ve got a 
little money with me.” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Who does know if you-don’t.” 

“Just wait a minute and I'll see if my: horse is in the 
corral.”’ 

Buffalo Bill-noticed that he passed through the cabin 
to go to the corral, and hesitated in there all of two’ min- 
utes. 
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Then he came out, glanced toward ee corral and saad 

“Yes, my horse is there.” 

“You will sell him?” 

“I guess so,” ) v 

“What do you want for him?” : 

“I gave forty dollars for him, and he’s a good | one.’ 

“T'll give you fifty dollars for “horse, saddle and a 
if the beast is of any account.” 

“You bet he’s a dandy to go.” 

“Is he shod ?” E ge 

“Yes, I shod him yesterday.” 

“Trot him out, and give me the best rig you can for 
the money, while I aged you would throw in a couple - 
days’ grub for me.’ 

“All right,’ and the horse was soon brought oe and 
a good saddle and bridle put on him. 

The man then gave the scout some provisions: received 
his money, and said: 

“T’'ll tell the boss you war scared fol him.” 

“T hav'n’t entirely gotten over my scare for ait yet,” 

“Which way now ?” 

“L’ll strike for the settlements by a Jower wl for I 
don’t wish to run upon any more outlaws,” and Buffalo 
Bill mounted, and with a nod to the man sis ayay. mut 
on to himself: 


“~ 


Nn 


“This is a pretty fair horse, and I’m sorry I have got 


to give him up. + peak op 
“But I guess it is worth it to do so.’ FAG 
He rode on at a rapid gallop, the moment te on out 
of sight of the ranch, but did not take the trail that he had 
indicated to the man at the cabin that he would. 


He turned off on the trail he had come, going back 


through the mduntains where he would be more than 


likely to run upon some of the outlaws, 
But though Buffalo Bill rode hard across the level coun- 


try, when he came to the mountains he halted where the. 


trail divided, one following along the base of the range, 
the other passing over it. 

“Here we part, old horse,” he said, and, dismounting, 
he fastened the reins tight around the saddle, started the 


horse along the base of the mountains, and sent him off on 


it in a ace 
Then, houldering his rifle, ive started on foot a the 


mountain trail, muttering to himself: a 
“T must fight.the devil with fire.” 





CHAPTER XI. 
: IN SEARCH OF INFORMATION. 
Rested by his halt at the ranch of the Man in Blue, and 
refreshed by his good dinzer, Buffalo Bill climbed the 
mountain trail with quick and steady steps. 


He seemed anxious te search a certain point before 
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night, though his haste did not keep him from being cau- 
tious, and he reconnoitered well ahead of him with his 


glass, for he knew that he was in a very agi neigh- 


~borhood. 


At last the suimmit bf the range was reached, and while 
halting for rest he looked about him. 
Behind him, twenty nfites away, was the speek that 


‘ marked the ranch of the Man in Blue, for he had pressed 


the horse he bought very hard the fifteen or sixteen mile 
ride to the mountain. | 


Upon the other side, beyond the grelt: hills, near Sit 3 
ver Thread Valley, and. he could just pick out the little 
eroup of cabins that marked the village of the settlement. - 

“Now to strike for the home of Nemesis Nat, mean-- 


while keeping a bright lookout that some outlaw don’t 
call me with a gun, ’ and so saying Buffalo Bill followed 
along the ridge, but where there was no trail. 


_ The sun was yet a couple of hours high, and he kept up 
_ his long stride, for he knew that he had all of eighteen 
_ miles to cover before nightfall and some of the way would 
be rough. 


‘Afar off there was.a group of peaks, and dices fs beret 


was the cabin home of Nemesis Nat, the Hermit Avenger, 


the man the. Navahoes feared as an evil spirit. 
The sun sunk very rapidly to Buffalo Bill, but he kept 


ae his steady pace, and it was just growing twilight when 


he had descended to the canyon among the peaks and 
took. the trail to the cavern of Nemesis Nat. 

He remembered the way that the old hermit had shown 
him, and at last climbed to the shelf that the large cave 


_ opened upon, sheltered by the dwarf pines that grew about 


it. ; 

“Ho, old pard, I am just in time.” 

The hermit turned quickly, his hands anippike upon. 
his revolvers, as he rose from before the fire ‘where he 
had been cooking supper. 


“Lordy, Buffalo Bill, you gave me a start, for I never 


_ heard you coming, and you are the only man who knows 


the way to my den.” 


eae would have served you right if I had dropped the 
supper into the fire.” 


“Well, I’d have rescued it, for I am very hungry, very 


tired, and have come to oy all night with you, if you. 


don’t mind.” 
“Tl be glad to have you. 
“T was thinking of you just now.’ 
“Yes, think of Old Nick and his imp appears. 
“But how are you, old man?” | 
“All right; and I’ve got another scalp since 1 saw you. 


“But go to the brook and wash up, and I’ll put more © 


supper - and be ready for you, for I know what a himery 
nian is.” 


| 
The scout enjoyed his save: greatly, for ia had per- 
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fect health, appetite, and his long tramp to. encourage 
him. 

Nemesis Nat lived well, and in his wanderings picked 
up all kinds of game. - 

Over in a canyon he had fenced in a rich plot, where 
he raised potatoes, beets, cabbage and. onions, and his 
coffee, sugar, flour and bacon he got at the posts, so he 
was able to set before the scout a supper that was very 
tempting, and heartily relished. 

Lighting their pipes after the meal, as they sat outside 
in the light of a new moon, Buffalo Bill said, in an in- 
terested way : | 

“So you haye gotten another scalp since I saw you, Ne- 
mesis Nat?” } 

“No, I won’t say that, for I saw ta too short a time 
ago; but since you were here, | mean.’ 

“Ah, yes. 

“Another Navaho, I suppose?” 

“Yes, one of the Mormon gang. 

_“T got his horse, too, though I have no more use for a 
horse than a frog has for a tail, and he’s over in the can- 
yon feeding, if you want him, and the Indian’s saddle and 
bridle are tte: too—his weapons and scalp are in the 
cavern.’ 

“Pard, I'll go you on the horse, for I deserted a good 
one that I bought this morning; but then he served a 
purpose, and that is all I can ask. 

“Now I wish to talk to you.” 

“Don’t be too curious, Bill, for 1 warn you I won’t 
answer,’ was the reply of Nemesis Nat. 


« 





CHAPTER XII. 
BUFFALO BILL AND THE AVENGER. 


Buffalo Bill smiled at the words of the hermit avenger, 
that he would not answer certain questions. He had pre- 
viously questioned the old man in regard to the doings of 
the Boys in Black. Nemesis Nat had admitted that he 
knew something of their secrets, but had refused to be- 
tray them. 

“Pard, I do not wish you to answer any question you 
think-you should not, or could not conscientiously.” | 

“Fire away, Bill.” 

“You met me last with a companion ?” 

eS, : 

“He was known as the Man in Blue.” 

“He was properly called, to judge from his clothes.” 

“Ever see him before, Pard Nat?” 

“Ves, I've seen him when hedidn’t know it.” 

“How is that?” | | 

“You know I frequently hang out on the trails?” 

ees.” 


“J have seen him pass.” 


: 
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“What can you tell me about him?” 

“Nothing.” 

‘Does that mean that you cannot or will not.” 

“T can tell you nothing about the Man in Blue, Bill, but 
as you were with him you must know something about 
him.” 

“I know so little that I am anxious to learn more. 

“Let me tell yes how I met him and the times I Haye 
since seen him.” 

“IT should be glad to hear, Bill.” 

“Now, Pard Nat, I have just come from his ranch, 
and he is not there, or, if he is, the man there lied to me. 

“T will tell you frankly that when I strike a trail in 
earnest I like to see the end of it.” 

“You surely do, Bill.” 

“The warning you gave us was intended for me, Ne- 
mesis Nat.” 

“For you: 

SY 06; i 

“IT know you.” 

“Yes, and you know the Man in Blue.” 

“Why do you say so?” 

‘‘T saw a look pass between you and the Man in Blue. 


>? 


“T read it that he was surprised at your warning, and 
T felt that the warning was for me, and I took it.” 
“It was for you, Bill.” } 
“There were no Indians 1 in ambush ?” 
“Not one.’ 
“They were outlaws?” 
Ves 9) 
“Tn qfnbush beyond the pass?” 
“Yes,” 
“T thank you, Pard Nat, for you kept me out of trouble 


“But | did see the look pass between you, and the Man 
in Blue went on, after trying to force me to go with him; 
in fact, I resented his words about being afraid to go.” 

“You afraid, Bill? 

“He don’t know you.” | 

\“Oh, yes, he knows me, but he was trying to browbeat 
me into going. 

“T turned back on horseback, sent my horse back to the 
camp, and went on the trail of the Man in Blue on foot. 

“IT made a discovery, too.” 

“Well ?” 

“I found that the track of the horse ridden by the Man 
in Blue came back to the meadow where I opened on 
them. 


“Tt turned there and went back day the crowd of horse- 
men.” 
“The horse of the Man in Blue did?” 
Ves ” | 
*‘And the rider?” 
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“Was masked and dressed in black, so, of. course, I 
could not see him. | 

“T then decided to let’the Visileskes return to camp, as 
I might need them; you see I gis confidence in — Ne- 
mesis Nat.” 

“That is right; I will never betray you.” 

“T went on my way then, on foot, and reached the 
ranch of the Man in Blue.” | 

“Well?” 

“T went there, guided by the track of the same horse, 


the one ridden by the Man in Blue.” 


“But you say he was not there?” 

“Tf he was, he did not show himself; but I noticed sey- 
eral times that the man in charge, before answering my 
questions, evidently held conversation with some one hid- 
den in the cabin.” 

“You are a close observer, Bill? . 

“My life too often depends epen close observation for 
me not to be.” 

“Well, what do you make out of all this?” 

“You will not tell me?” 

“I cannot.” 

“Then I will tell you later, for I am camping on the 
trail now, pard. 

“Now, Fa us turn in, for | make an early start.” 





CHAPTER XIII. 
UNDER FALSE COLORS. 


Buffalo Bill is a man who does his work well and thor- 
oughly, and that was said of him when he was scouting 
for the army. 

He would never leave a trail until he had gotten to 
the end of it, and risking life with him was a minor mat- 
ter if he accomplished what he set out to do. 

When he left the cabin home of the hermit the next 
morning the sun was rising, but the two had risen early 
enough to have a good breakfast before the scout de- 
parted upon the trail. 

The avenger accompanied him to the Pera where he 
had the Indian pony, and Buffalo Bill found him to be a 
fine roan with excellent points. 

“He will do very well, and I will buy him from you, 
Pard Nat.” ; 

“No you won't, for I'm not a trader. 

“I got the Injun’s scalp, and that was all [ wanted. 

‘The horse I do not want or need, so take him.” 

“T certainly am oorerd to you; but say, Nat?” 

ies Bill f7 . 

“You have Injun toggery enough to fit out a camp, 

haven't you?” | 4 


"Yes. 33 
‘“‘War-bonnets, clothing, weapons, and such » 
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“Oh, yes.” 

“Any paint?” 

“Plenty.” 

“Well, here is an Indian pony, saddle and bridle.” 

SY es.- 

“Take me back to the cavern, Nemesis Nat, and ng me 
up as an out-and-out redskin.” 

“What about your mustache, Bill?” 

“T cut my imperial off to come here on a mission to Sil- 
ver Thread Valley, and I whack off the mustache to play 
Injun.” 

“Tt will spoil your looks, Bill.” 

“Looks don’t go in this game, Pard Nat.” 

“Don’t play it.” 

“e “Why: po? 

“You are going to take big chances I know.” 

“No, indeed, I am going to keep from getting shot from 
an ambush, unless you head me off somewhere on the 
trail and kill me for my scalp.” 

“No, P’ll know you, Bill.” 


“Well, the Navahoes and outlaws are at peace, are al- ° 


lies, in fact, and I speak fairly well the language of the 
tribe, well enough to fool a white man, anyhow, and if 
they cannot understand me my revolvers can be inter- 
ht for me. 

“T am going through a part a the sady to- -day where 
I am likely to run upon some of the Boys in Black; in fact, 
I think they are camping on some of the trails. 

“When it would be dangerous for Buffalo Bill to go 
through, the brilliant idea has just struck me that a Nava- 
ho chief would be safe, so off goes the mustache and I 
want you to make an Injun out of me, Nemesis Nat, that 
will be so real you will want to scalp me for a Navaho.” 

“You really wish it?” 

“T do.” 
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“Come back to the cavern, and [ll metamorphose you 


so no one would think you were not a Navaho.” 

“I’m with you, pard,’’ said the scout, in a cheery tone, 
and the two returned to the cavern. 

An hour after Buffalo Bill was completely disguised as 
an Indian chief. 

He had braided his long hair, weaving sie the braids 
pieces of yellow flannel, had cut his mustache off and 
‘couple of days’ beard, was painted a terra cotta color, face, 
neck, arms and hands, and had streaks of black, yellow, 
red and blue war paint over this. 

Upon his head he wore,a gorgeous war-bonnet, and he 
was dressed in an Indian costtume, moccasins and blanket 
as well. 


His own clothing was wrapped up in a blanket and, 


strapped behind his saddle, and his rifle was hidden under 
a loose blanket, while his revolvers were stuck in cuts in 
his buckskin hunting shirt ready for use. 

He carried an old rifle with him, a lance, bow and ar- 
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rows and acaiinedcaife, and as he iowa his pony , Ne- 
mesis Nat said, with a laugh: 
“Quick, Bill, go away from here before I shoot you for 
an Indian.” 
The scout laughed and rode away, piss the trail that 
would lead him over the range, where he would be most 


likely to fall in with outlaws, if-they had not gone to their 


retreat after their brush with his Volunteer Vigilantes i in 
the meadow. 

“Tf the Vigilantes go on a scout they’ll shoot me for a 
Navaho, and I must be careful not to give old Nat an- 
other look at me, for he could not resist the Seer a 
second time, I fear.” 

And thus musing, Buttalo Bill rode on 1 his way. | 





CHAPTER XIV. 
PASSING THE ORDEAL. 


With that love of the danger he ran, born of his brave 
nature, Buffalo Bill went along the trail on the roan In- 
dian, pony, with the sincere hope that he would fall in with 
both an outlaw and a Navaho. | 7 

“T would have the advantage in each case,” he muttered. 

The roan pony he found to be a good animal, and he 
pressed along at a good pace until he reached the summit 
of the range. | | 

As he was glancing over the view of the valley spread 
out. before him for many a mile, he suddenly saw a man 
step out in the trail ahead of him. 

_ He was dressed in black, wore a mask, and held a rifle 


than to show himself and await the coming of the sup- 
posed Navaho. | | 

“Now I’m in for it,’ muttered the scout. 

But he did not hesitate, and rode straight on, though 
cautiously, just as an Indian would do. | 


“Ho, Navaho, come on—me friend, Boy in Black— _ 


understand ?” 

“Me know. Paleface brave in black biclealdane Nei: 
ho’s friend,” said the scout, in exact imitation of the In- 
dian way of speaking. 

“You bet I am your friend. 3 

“Took on an honest face and rejoice,” and the outlaw 
unmasked, to the great pleasure of Buffalo Bill, who said: 

“Good face, heap good to reds man. 

“Where chief?” 

“He is off on a trail somewhere.” 

“Where Boys ?” 

“Tn camp.” 

“Where camp?” 

“We have a camp half a mile from here, over in ‘that 
canyon, and I am here on the watch, layin’ for a pilgrim 
that is hunting us, and hunting us hard. 


across his arm, but made no hostile demonstration other — 


eee ed 
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“Fe was on the trail yesterday, and the chief sent word 
to rope him in. 


“Have you seen any paleface running around loose, — 


Navaho?” 

“No see paleface, no, Boy in Black, kill him and take 
scalp.” ; 
“T wish you could tackle this one, for he’s a hard one 
to down, and I’ve been expecting a shot from him as I 
waited here, and if I saw him I'd stampede.” ) Ts 

‘Where pony?” 

“Yonder in the thicket, feeding.” 

‘Want see chief.” 

“I don’t know where you me nee him, unless you go 
to camp and wait.” 

“Many Boys in Black in camp ” 

“Almost a dozen.” 

“No chief?” 

ING?" 

“Where other Boys?” 

“Up in stronghold which you Navahoes have visited.” 

“Yes, me know. 

“Boys in Black on trail this way ?’’ 

“No, not on this trail, but watching on other trails for 
the man I spoke of.” 


- 


‘Hands up, my man, for I mean what I say!” 


The outlaw saw a revolver muzzle shoved into his face, 
the voice and words now told him he had been taken in, 
and he could only obey. 


So he held his hands over his head, and in an és aut 
he had a pair of steel handcuffs slipped about his wrists 
and secured. | 

“Now open that mouth and swallow this gag.” 

“My God! who are you?” 

“Ever heard of Buffalo Bill?” 

“Who has not?” 

“Let me make you acquainted with him by introduc- 
ing myself.” 

“You are the man we have orders to hunt down—it was 
said that he was a scout pretending to be a settler in 
the valley, just to run us down.” 

“Your information is on the dead level, pard; but now 
open your mouth,” 

“Don’t gag me, ee P I be quiet.” 

“Now, obey me.’ 

The scout soon rigged up a gag and tied it in the 
mouth of the man, putting his black mask over it. 


Then he led him to the thicket, where his horse was 
saddled and bridled, and, making him mount, he secured 
his feet also. | 

“Now we'll take a ride, pard, and excuse me if I jog 
along at a good pace.” 

Not daring to stick to the trails with his prisoner. 
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‘Buffalo Bill decidilt to make his way along ol of them 


as best he could. 

He was just turning off the trail whee he caught sight 
of a horseman coming through the timber a couple of 
hundred yards away, and who had evidently seen him 
first. 

“It is an Indian—yes, two of them, for there is an- 
other,” said the scout, aloud, and the heart of the out- 
law gave a great bound of hope, for though he could not 
speak he had heard, and he trusted that the disguised 
scout would now meet his match and he be rescued. 

He saw the two Indians also, and hoping there were 
more, looked to see what the scout would do, expecting 
that he would think he had run upon a band of redskins 
and take to flight. ya 


CHAPTER XV. 
MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 


“Now comes the tug of war, Pard Outlaw, and if I go 
down, you come out on top. , 

“Tf I come out on top, then there is no chance for you, 
so Bre the way you want it and I ee that will help 
me.’ 

The words were Sane utter ed, and the outlaw felt that 
he had built without cause; the scout was not a man to. 
desert his colors. 

He could only glance at him through the wach of 
his mask and wohder what he would do. Cee 

“Ah! more of them?” coolly said Buffalo Bill, as he 
saw two more mounted warriors come in sight. | | 

“They are. braves, so should obey me, a chief, eh, Bay 
in Black?” said Buffalo Bill. 

He was about two miles from the spot where he had 
taken the outlaw prisoner, and he felt that he was be- 
yond the sound of firing being heard by those in the 
camp in the canyon. 

As the Navahoes were at war with the palefaces, their 
presence in that vicinity meant that they were bent on 
mischief, hunting for scalps or plunder, or perhaps acting 
as allies for the Boys in Black. bits , 

In} any case they were to be met as foes, and with four 
io one against him, Buffalo Bill felt that he could not 
be too cautious, or too particular 1 in what he did. 

The four Indians were coming directly toward him 
and his prisoner, when the scout had halted, as he was. 
about to leave the trail. 

That there were more redskins near was a strong pos- 
sibility, and the scout was certainly in a most critical situ- 
ation. | 

But he did not flinch from it, and,calmly awaited the 
second ordeal he had to undergo, —— he, Ione to 
himself in his dry way: 
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“It begins to look to me that in playing Injun I bit 
off more than I can chew—eh, outlaw ?” 

The outlaw hoped that He had, and wished he could 
have expressed it in so many words. 

Ironed, masked and gagged as he was, his feet bound 
under his horse, he was wholly unable to give the ea 
any warning of danger. 

He saw that they supposed they were coming upon a 
chief of their own tribe, and in spite of his own critical 
situation he admired the scout’s wonderful nerve and 
waited the result with an interest that he felt keenly but 
could not give expression to. 

When the four Indians, for the two behind were coni- 
ing up faster now, as though to hear what was said and 
to.see what chief they, were meeting, came within ten 
paces of the scout and his prisoner, one of them said some- 
thing which seemed to interest the other three, for ney 
looked fixedly at Buffalo Bill. 

Whether they did not recognize the supposed chief, or 
suspected some trap, Buffalo Bill did not wait to see, 
for suddenly his hands shot forward, each grasping ae- 
volver, and both weapons began their deadly music to- 
gether. 

Down went an Indian from his saddle, a second one 
rode forward to grapple with his foe, a third was 
wounded, and the fourth turned back down the trail utter- 
ing loud cries as he did so. 

The cries were instantly answered back down the trail 


by several voices, and Buffalo Bill knew that he was in 
_ for it, that he could make no mistake, and threw no shot 
away then. 

So another Indian fell, but the third was almost upon 


him and fired his rifle as he came on, while the fourth 


redskin, having called for help, now came back to join 
in the fight. 

At the shot from the Indian, Buffalo Bill had dropped 
from his horse, down behind him as a shelter, and had 
drawn his rifle from where it hung in the blanket. 

But a groan from the outlaw had followed the shot of 
the Indian, and he had fallen forward upon the horn of 
his saddle, his bonds keeping him from BipPee to the. 
ground, / 

Buffalo Bill gave a quick glance at him, and then 
eanmee to the fourth Indian who was coming on, while 
several others just then appeared in sight, rushing for 
the scene of encounter. | 

But from off the trail on one side a shot was heard\ 
and the fourth Indian tumbled from his saddle, while 
springing into view came Nemesis Nat, who called out: 

“I guess we can handle them together, Buffalo Bill!’ 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
NEMESIS NAT TO THE RESCUE. 


The moment that Buffalo Bill saw Nemesis sat be felt 
that the battle was not lost to him if a dozen Indians ap- 
peared upon the scene. 

He felt a regret that the shot of the Indian had killed 
the outlaw prisoner, and he was fully alive to the situation 
that the camp of the Boys in Black was near enough for 
a force to come from there should the firing be heard. 

While these thoughts flashed through his mind, he was 
not idle, for quickly securing his horse and that of the out- 
law, he had moved to the front with Nemesis Nat, whose 
rifle was doing deadly service. : 
. When the Indians eheld Nemesis Nat, and from the 


7 


firing knew that he had some aid, they turned in terror 


and fled. : i 

‘Five scalps more for my string, Bill,” quietly said 
the old avenger, as he approached the scout. 

“Yes, pard, and you were in time to save mine, as it. 
looks to me.” 

“You were doing well when I chipped in, pard, and 
I only got five of ’em, though I'll take the oe of your 
redskins, too.” 


“You are welcome to them, pard; but how does it~ 
happen that you are here the in the right time to help_ 
me out ?” 


“When I like a man, Bill, it is no halfway business with 
me; and I like you. ; 


“I saw you making a fool of yourself, so wanted to help) 
you out, and so I cut across country and here I am,” 

“T sincerely appreciate your goodness, old man.” 

‘Don’t speak of it, for I get my pay in the scalps here. 

“But are you aware that there is an outlaw camp near 
here—yes, within hearing ?” | 

‘“‘So that outlaw prisoner I had told me; buy Iam sorry 
he got killed.” 

“Saved him from the eallows, so he’s in luck.” 

“But IT wanted to have a talk with him, and see if T 


could not get some information from him; but it seems 


that each one in some way escapes me.” 


“It would have done no good, Bill, for those fellows 
can’t tell, the way they are fixed, and so don’t look for 
one to betray his comrades for gold or from fear of 
threats. 

“But how about the dead outlaw and the redskin ? ae 
“| suppose we must bury them.” 
“You bet we won't, for the outlaws will be here, as 
they must have heard the firing, and—here they come 
now.” | 

Buffalo Bill turned quickly and grasped his rifle, but 
the old avenger said in a low tone: se 

“Don’t be a fool, Bill—get on your’ pony and deave it 
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to me, but let me get those irons off the man and then 
just listen to me lie to soft music.” 
To'have attempted to ride off would have brought the 


fire of the outlaws, when they saw that there had been | 


trouble there, so leaping upon his pony Buffalo Bill calmly 
awaited the approach of the Boys in Black, while Nemesis 
Nat took the keys he had thrown at his feet and freed the 
dead outlaw of his irons, thrusting the latter into Ins 
pocket and facing the horsemen as they rode up. — 

They carried weapons.in their hands and were dirs: 
for action, one of them calling out: 

“Ho, Nemesis Nat, what does this mean ?” 

The old avenger did not speak until the whole party, 
nine in number, had halted near and were oo with 
wonder upon the scene. 

Then he said in the coolest manner possible. 

“A family quarrel, that’s all.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, as to the merits, of the case I do not ie iit 
your pard there, and the redskin nearest him its ee, 
got into trouble and pulled their guns. | 

“The white man fired first, and down went the red- 
skin, and, seeing that he had begun work, the Boy in 
Black kept it up, and it was give and take and hands 
all round when the chief here tried to check his warriors 
and save the white man, and they turned upon him. 

‘“T’m a white man, and | go for my own race every 
time, so I chipped in, and these redskins that are now 
‘lying around loose here got away; but the chief did all 
he could for your pard and for me, me so I don’t want 
his. scalp. 

“You don’t speak English, chief, ams that’ s about the 
way of it, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, Blue Wing speak English heap little. 

“Snow Hair talk straight, bad redskin brave, bad pale- 
face—fight too much,” answered Buffalo Bill in a most 
dignified manner, while he was ee te OREN? 
with the closest scrutiny. 

“Pards, I.guess all that is left for you to do is ‘ite bury 
the dead, for I have the scalps. 

“The chief here will doubtless tell his beste that it 
was a quarrel between a paleface and redskin,; and that 
I chipped in, so there will be hard feelings I guess ail 
round. 

“How it was I didn’t kill the chief or he open on me, 
I don’t know; but he had better ride on now and join his 
people, for somehow my mercy toward a Navaho don’t 
last long. | 

“Tra-la-la, chief, and you’ re in great luck to carry your 
scalp with you. — 

And the old avenger waved his hand, a moverncnt Buf- 
falo Bill seemed to understand, for he at. once rode away 
down the trail. 
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“Say Nemesis Nat, do you think that this trouble will 
get us into a row with the redskins?” asked the leader 
of the outlaws. 

“No; for the chief will explain it, and they will put - 
it upon me, for every dead Navaho who is found, and no 
one knows how he died, is laid down to me. 

“PH just see if [ cannot pick up another scalp before 
night—good- by!” 

And the Hermit walked off on Buffalo Bill S trail. 





CHAPTER XVIL 
USEFUL INFORMATION. 


| e 


Buffalo Bill smiled at the ingenious manner in which 
the old Hermit had put hi affair vere the wi ae in 
Black. 

He saw that his disguise was not penetrated, that not 
for an instant | was he eee of sing: rn than a 
Navaho chief. : 

- The explanation of Nemesis Nat Kad: been bewar deck as 
exactly the state of affairs, for no one thought of doubt- 
ing the old Hermit, and when he‘walked away they dis- 
cussed the matter among themselves, hoping that it would 
not cause the chief to blame them, should trouble follow 
with the Navahoes. 

The chief, as they supposed Buffalo Bill tb be, had 
cer tainly agreed with Nemesis Nat’s statement of the 
affair, and had tried, the Hermit said, to check his war- 
riors, when they had turned upon him. 

He had awaited their coming with no apparent fear, 
and yet they thought he had ridden off as though he 
was angry, and hence they felt a. certain _anxiety over 
what had happened. 

“Well, I suppose all we have to do is to Rs the dead 
and report the trouble to our chief, as given us by Ne- 
mesis Nat and the Indian,” said the one in charge when 
the hermit had rode away. 

In the meanwhile, once out of a of the outlaws, 
Buffalo Bill had halted. 

He felt sure that the Hermit would overtake ae, so he 


waited by the side of the trail. 


In half an hour Nemesis Nat came aiong, and as he ~ 
approached the scout he called out: 
“Bill, you look so much like an Injun, [ll draw meat on 


you yet.” 


The scout laughed, and penned 
‘“Pard Nat, I congratulate you.” 
“Can't I lie to soft music, though, Bill?” 
~ “You certainly can, Nat, and you got me out of a tight 
place.” 
“Well, I came on bees you to tell you to go back to 
your band, for, though, like me, you may seem to bear a 
charmed life, you do not, only your time has not come yet. 
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“About five miles ahead turn to the right into a blind 
canyon, just where there is a tall pine, split by lightning. 

‘Nobody knows there is a canyon there, for you would 

never suspect it without going right up to the pine tree. 

“There’s a spring there, grass and wood, so go into 
camp, and I'll join you later and stay all night, for I 
want to see what those reds-are doing scouting in this 
range, and maybe I'll. get another scalp or two.” 


“I did expect to go on to camp to-night, Pard Nat, but — 


I'll halt once for your company. 
“Yes, and from there on you'll hardly be ambushed as 
a white man, though you might catch it as a supposed 
redskin. 4 
“T’ll see you soon after night,’ and the hermit strode 
away, while Buffalo Bill rode slowly on until he came to 
the lightning-riven tree: 


He turned to the right, off the trail, passed the tree, and — 


suddenly rode right into a chasm which no one would 
have supposed was there. 

The sun was sinking near the horizon then, so he went 
into camp, and when darkness came on began to cook sup- 
per for the hermit and -himself. 


He had just gotten the meal ready when tiie hermit 
walked into camp. 
“T’m just in time, Bill, and aneey 
“Well, I went back and saw the outlaws.” 
“What did they have > Pn 
“They are very anxious” about their comrade’s fight 
with the redskins, fearing it will get them into trouble and 
their chief sibs blame them, an he’s a man to stand 
no nonsense.’ wre s 
“Whereis he?” ane 
“Off somewhere plotting deviltry, I Suess ; but I’ll give 
you a pointer.” 
“Yes.” | 
“The outlaws are to be all called in for a council.” 
“Well?” ; 
“They have had matters pretty sich their own way 
until you came, and had gotten the settlers terribly fright- 
ened. | 


“But of late their band has suffered. They scattered 
after your battle with them. The chief, however, has col- 
lected them again and they are aware that you are in the 
field against them and have raised a band of ‘Volunteer 
Vigilantes. They know they must at once wipe you and 
your band: out, sq they are going to meet and plan a way. 

“This much I learned, and I put you on your guara— 
and more, the coach from. Trail End: City, which was 
stopped because of the robberies, begins to. run through 
to Silver Thread next Morday, and the e are pvely 
times ahead, Bill. — aie 

“Now I want my supper,” 
no more. 









and Senn Nat would say 
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CHAPTER KVL) 64 4) alge 
THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN, 


The camp of the Vigilantes was on the alert when they 
saw, as they supposed, a Navaho chief riding i in eer 
them, but alone. 

All was excitement at once, for with the settlers at war 
with the redskins, what could bring a chief to visit them‘ 

Up to the group rode the chief, and as he drew rein 
he said, quietly: 

“Well pards, what news have you?” 

“Captain Cody, by the gods of war!” cried Dr. Dono- 
hue, and then all broke out in a cheer as Buffalo Bill 
laughed and said: | 


“YT fooled you all, I see, but you are not shi only ones 


‘that mistook me for an Indian, pgrds, for I deceived peer 


Navahoes and Boys in Black.” 

Judge Tremain was paying a visit to the camp wie 
Buffalo Bill arrived there, and, needless to say, he was. 
greatly astonished at the scout’s disguise. Buffalo Bill 


lost no time divesting himself of his Indian togs, and be- 


gan giving orders as to the campaign the Vigilantes were | 
to make against the Boys in Black. 

“Now, judge, will you not return home and take com- 
mand of the settlers in the upper part of the valley, ren- 
dezvousing upon your ranch?” Buffalo Bill said when he | 
had outlined the plan of action. | | 

“Mr. Kent will go to the lower part of the valley. to. 
command the settlers there, while Mr. Tremain will re- 
main in charge of the Vigilantes here in, gaye and of 
those who are to assemble at the village. 





inforcements, if needed, and also to me, if test wanted, 
for I shall take the trail again alone, and my camp will 
be in a blind canyon just back of a tall, lightning-riven 
tree. : 


“If I am not there, a man will be there who can 


| auicety find me. 


“There may be no danger of an outlaw raid, but we 
must not be coer napping, and prepared for them we 
can defeat them.” 


The arrangements having been made for the different 
bands of settlers to rendezvous under the commanders 
named by Buffalo Bill, several couriers were sent from 
among the Vigilantes to let every one in the settlement: be 
placed upon his guard against danger. . 


The band of Vigilantes were to remain in camp, just. 
where they were, as the best place from which they could 
move quickly to any point they might be needed. 

They were now in full for ce, save the couriers. just 
sent off, and they would soon return. 

Dr. Donohue was anxious to be of service in the field, 


as well as in his profession, but the scout told him to re- 
| e 


ws ~ 


THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES; 


main with the Vigilantes, where he could be more easily 
found when wanted. 

Though the settlers could turn out a fighting force of 
nearly two hundred men, so demoralized and cowed had 
they become by the acts of the outlaws that they never 
rallied promptly to strike back at their foes. 

But, with a new commander in the field, and over two- 
score Vigilantes bold enough to volunteer for service un- 
der him, the faint hearts felt their courage restored to 
them, while the reports that the Boys in Black had been 
twice met by the Volunteer Vigilantés’ and defeated, 
caused a most liberal number of the settlers to flock to the 
appointed rendezvous at the call to arms. 

So Buffalo Bill rode away from camp, to a stort 
upon a lone trail. 





CHAPTER XIX. 
THE MEETING OF THE MASKERS. 


The tocsin had been sounded, figuratively speaking, that 


called together the outlaw band known as the Boys i in 


Black. | 
Whoever and whatever ae were, shes. Sa been 
notified, in the way that was their wont, that “the 
faithful” were to assemble on a certain night at a central 
retreat of the band, and most important would be the 
reason for calling them together. — . 

The band of outlaws was a large one, when its hangers- 
on were taken into consideration, for it had spies in the 
ming camps, among the cowboys on the ranches, in the 


farming settlement of Silver Thread, along the stage-line 


trail to Trail End City, and especially in the latter place. 
With but few exceptions, a man each in mining camp, ~ 


settlement or valley ranch, no one but the workers of the 


band knew their secret retreat. 

The “workers” were the ones known as the Bays in 
Black, and though the outlaws in one way and another — 
connected with the band might number nearly a hundred, 
they, the men who bore the hardships and dangers, were 
just half a hundred, and these were under the chief 
known to his men as “Captain Black,” which the band 
changed to “The Black Captain,” as his horse, clothing, 
mask and gloves were as black as ink. 

This same captain of the outlaws was known as a man 
born to command. | 

He was a strict disciplinarian, merciless to an Vemender 
generous and kind to those who did their duty as he set 
it down for them. j 

“By very few of the men had his face ever been seen, 
and these were known as the “Chosen Few,” for they 
were his special guard, they doing the most lawless work, 
the hardest riding, and getting the lion’s share of all the 
booty taken. Ave are | ey 

These, the Captain’s: Guard, were'the ones who would 


; ote 
~ 


hold’ up-a coach, raid a ranch, or de, any apace work, aie | 
they were trained under an eagle eye and by a hand ‘of | 
Wrohiy 0 /y iy 

They were the couriers, too, to call a nea of the 
maskers, or to send with orders from retreat to retreat. 

As long as the band had been doing well, there was 
not.a shadow of discontent shown by any one, but when 
the booty and gold were scarce, complaints were made, 
_and those who made them were Surely marked as doomed, 
for in some way they mysteriously disappeared, until 
Captain Black’s will was law, and mo man in the band 
knew whether his best pard was not a spy upon him. 

With the element that comprised his band, the Black 
Captain could only win by the sever est discipline and a 
‘decided show of cruelty. 

Flis treatment of his foes was an example of what his 
men might expect from orte W ho was a See 
mercy. 


eters was una to meet ati a certain Caiavads: Wikre cn 


began to drop in at the retreat from early. morning a num- 


_ ber of men of all kinds, sizes and conditions. 


Had one stood there to study faces and character, he | 


would have said, in watching them pass in going to the ce 


secret rendezvousy that he could: have picked out one or 
more men among the. gang ne commit ade crime in the — 
uc, of criffinal deedsjf: 





catalo : 
They were men that. might ae had a one to. love 2 
them in infancy, but not alter any bag esis to. prefer 








crime to virtue. 
They were men of ibis cunning: 16 Hpk, ‘of the sneaking | 
_ coyote kind, of the ravenous mountain-wolf stripe, and so 
on to be compared: oh the catalogue of Tie a ani- ) 
mals. oF daspc cna 

If there Was one who had even beer left in ali 
to do a good deed, the face.o not one of ppies going | 
into the retreat revealed the dich As 3 

It was most assuredly a gathering ‘of ae ‘tone of 
crime, and any and all of them were ready to strike a blow © 
to the heart for gold. Oy a 3 

Though only the Captain’ S Gaard wore the masks and 
sable clothing that gave them their names of the Boys in 
Black, all who came to the council affected a mask, so 
that not a face was visible among those who had as- 
sembled. 


The meeting was in a deep canyon, with wall-like pigs , 
rising a hundred feet on either side, and with large wood 
fires lighting.up the motley band that had assembled at 
the call of their. chief. \ i 

Business had asi been brisk of late, so the whole f farce, 
with few exceptions, had turned out in mask, and it was 
very weil that they had thus shielded their crime- -branded 
brows trom even the eyes of their fellows. 
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The meeting was not to last long, kind itibaeare the 
men went their separate ways. 

_ They were called together for a purpose, ana the chief 
wanted to see their faces and set them again upon | the trail 
like bloodhounds. te 

Such was the meeting of the maskers. sh 

But this meeting was one that was more important than 
any that had been held, for it was for protection and re- 
venge as well as for the love of gold guiltily gained. 

But little did the masked crooks of the mountains dream 


a ee 


that in that meeting in the wild canyon, that among the 


masks that shielded their;faces, there was one which if 
seen and known, would have sent terror to their hearts, 
for in their midst was one uninvited guest. 





CHAPTER xX, 
A DESPERATE RESOLVE, 


the bi acantee Ss cave. 


oe Bill, do you intefid to. commit t suicide: p apt 


hie 


tentional killing of one’s self.” 
“Are you tired of life, Bill?” 
“You bet I am not.” | | 
“You do not wish to pass in your chips?” 
‘Not until duty demands it, Nemesis Nat.” 
“Then why do.you do such a reckless, foolhardy, des- 
perate act, Buffalo Bill?” 
“For the good that may come out of it, Pard Nat.” 
“Good to others and death to yourself.” | 
“It may be; but I have been soldiering and scouting 
long enough to know that a soldier and scout belongs to 
others, his life is at the beck and call of those who wish 
to sacrifice him that they may live and prosper. 





“Mark you, Nemesis Nat, I am not grumbling, for I 


like the life I lead, only I wish you to understand that I 
must act for the good of others, no matter what the sacri- 
fice to self may be. 

“You follow your creed to kill, avenge your loved ones, 
and add the scalps of Navahoes to your string, and you 
daily risk life in this work, which you deem a duty. 

“T am here to keep safe the lives of innocent men, 
women and children, to prevent their being robbed vu» 
their hard-earned riches, and I must risk life to do so. 

“Now, you are pitalbsisic why I ‘aay ‘9 to this meeting 
of the pitta maskers,’ 
“You came here and asad me. to ‘aid you, ie that. 
you had struck it rich, and I said that I would do so. 
“TI told you that the clans of crooks were gathering i in 
larger numbers than ever before, gathering for.a- council 
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“Oh, no, pard, if I caneratand that’ Sil the in- a : 
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to arrange a cruel war upon the settlers to avenge - the 
numbers slain by the people of Silver Thread ‘Valley, and 
frighten them thus into allowing themselves to be mur- 
dered and robbed without resistance. 

“I have told you that these clans were doubtless te meet 
in the Devil’s Canyon, and that all went there masked, 
and now you tell me that you will play outlaw and go 
there also masked to learn just what will be done at the 


_ meeting, to spot those you can, and learn enough to coun- 


terplot against them, and I tell you, Buffalo Bill, that of 
all the risks of: life you have taken, you are now about 
to take the most desperate.” 
“T don’t see it that way, Nemesis Nat, for if all are 
masked, I will not be known. 
_ “On account of your. scruples about doing aught to 
ti mae outlaws, who, you say, have been kind to 
1 doa eee pe to aid me.” 


cc fibuld le eadreie in their red feeds; that they 


0 a Meee allowed to go on in their life of crime, 


“ death and | destruction. 


, 


“Only to-day did I see their chiel and urge him eT * 


_ further bloodshed and robbery. | 


“But he laughed at me, and frankly | corifessed, aie 


¥ 


that I, like himself, was an outcast, that his men were to ‘ 
meet to-morrow and arrange for a a biew that would be . 


most deadly. ° 

“You say that you are going to de Meeting of the 
maskers ?” yo ; 

“I am going, Nemesis Nat, if I die a it, w wee the aie. 
termined reply of the scout. | 


Beta 


} 


TSee here, Buffalo Bill, I owe you more than I do | any 


living man, and as you are determined to go to this out-— 


law's pathering’ it is my duty to save you if I can, 
“To do this, as I have myself been to, them, but, as I 
know you will believe me, never as an outlaw, I will tell 


The Hermit Avenger was silent for « a 2 minute, and then ni 


you just how to enter the canyon, give you a secret word . 


that will protect you if suspected, and also instruct you in 


other ways so that you may run less chatices of being dis- | 


covered and burned alive at the stake, for the Boys in. 


Black will out-Injun Injun in their ee to Buffalo ‘ 


we 


Bill if they find him out.” 
“I have no doubt of that, Netnesis N at, but go IL shall, 
and I shall doubtless owe my life to what you tell me. 
“Now, I wish to write a letter, to-morrow, and i iy 
going to ask you to go and deliver it to-morrow night at 


ae 
. 7 \7 
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the home of Judge,Tremain, for he knows that I was 
coming to you. ~ 

“You need let no one else see you—will you do this for 
me ?”’ 

“T will, Bill, t will a 





CHAPTER XXI. 


THE SCOUT S LETTER. 


The scout slept as soundly that night in the Hermit 
Avenger’s cavern as though the thought of the dread or- 
deal before, him held no place in his slumbers, 

After eakfast in the morning the Hermit Prnener 
asked : 

“Are you still determined upon your resolve of last 
night, Bill, desperate as it is?” 

“M. Ore than ever, Nemesis Nat, now that I have slept 
apap it,’ 

“All right, I can say no more.” 
“That’s right.” : 
“Now I will write that letter to Judge Thea and to 

prove to you that I am doing nothing underhand to com- 
promise you I will read it to you.” Sie 

“My dear Bill, I never would suspect you of an inden 
hand act, even to a foe!” said Nemesis Nat, warmly. 

Then the scout wrote with pea and paper the follow- 
ing letter: 


-_ . 


My Dear JupGE TREMAIN :— 

‘This letter is sent to you by one whom I can trust 
with my life, and he is to remain in the Blind Canyon, 
- which was to be my retreat, to receive any message that 
may be sent there for me. 

“Please notify the separate bands of settlers to go into 
camp right where they are, to keep their horses in the 
best condition, and themselves ready for a quick move, 
with supplies on hand for several days’ use. 

“T will notify you in time just when to move, but tingly 
have couriers ready to dispatch with'all speed to the other 
commands when you get word from me, and have them 
do the same, as I cannot now tell just which one I will be 
able to reach, or when the lightning will strike. 

“It may be several. days, perhaps a week, but the out: 
laws will move soon, and only by being acquainted with 
their intentions, and the trails they cee to follow, can 
we strike them a crushing blow. 

“Tt is to ascertain this that I now start on the trail, so 
please convince the settlers of the importance of keeping 
together, post the leaders only, and let no man leave 
camp, save the couriers you send on messages, and you 
must bé sure of them. 

“With respect, | big 

“Yours, | 
] “B. Bs 

This letter was read to Nemesis Nat, who said: 

“Ves, Bill, I'll take it, and it is not too strong. 

“In fact, I'll see the judge myself, and impress upon 
him that he must know his_men that he trusts. 
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“Vil be off as soon as I have rigged you out for your ~ 
really desperate work, and then I’ll hang out at the Blind © 
Canyon, awaiting for any communication that may come 
there for you. If you run across a Navaho on OUR trail, 
just kill him for my sake.” 

The old hermit then got out from his storehouse of 
odds and ends a different suit for Cody to wear, the dress 
and rough boots of a miner, slouch hat and all. | 

The scout had already a mask, such as the Boys in. 
Black wore, but he dared not go in a black gath, pay as 
the Chosen Few wore. 

Then the Hermit Avenger told him just what trails to 
take, and what to do, with a great many particulars re- 
garding the band and meeting of maskers ae would be 
of great benefit to him. 

He also gave him the passwords of the sa and jtold 
him the circumstances under which they should be used. 

The scout also changed the saddle and bridle he always - 


used, for the hermit had several on hand. Sa 


Thus equipped, Buffalo Bill was ready for his very 
petilous venture, and, shaking hands with the ‘Hermit 
Avenger, he said: 4 | 

“You know what to do for me, Pard Naty it ie: never | 
come back; but I’m beginning to feel more and more like 
a cat with nine lives, so I'll turn up all right. 

“Good-by and take care of yourself,” i | 

“T’m only a rough old pine-knot, Bill, ready to 8, and 
you are the one to take care of yourself. | 

“God bless you, my boy, and good-by,” and the 1 voice 
of the old man grew husky with emotion, | | 





CHAPTER XXIL 
THE LETTER DELIV ERED. 


“Nemesis Nat was not a man to spare himself, and he 


was wont to say that he could start any day across the 
mountains and. oe night break down a relay oi three 
horses. moe Be t70h 

He knew every cut, canyon ‘and trail ‘of the mountains, 
and by climbing up a cliff, or down one, , he could cut 


‘many a mile off of a trail. 


By climbing a tree against a cliff also he could lessen 
distance, and he had in several places made dug-outs, 
which he eould descend or ascend the streams with, and 

thus catising the Indians to believe he could be 


cross the 
in two a at the same time. 


' Having left the scout going on his dangerous mission 


_ to the camp of the masked outlaws, Nemesis Nat started 


for the home of Judge Tremain. 

To have taken the trail around, as a horseman would 
go, he would hhave had over forty miles to go over; but - 
instead he cut across by the paths he knew 60 walk and 
“he fistance was lestend by one-half, - 
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An hour after he walked quietly up to the cabin ‘of 
Hope Vale, the residence of Judge Tremain, paying no 
attention to the savage dogs that came rushing toward 
him. 

The judge hastened out to protect his visitor, but found 
there was no need of it as the dogs found their master in 
the Hermit Avenger and a word of command frgm him 
had cowed them. 

The judge gazed with real admiration up on the tall 
form, noble face and white locks and beard of the man 
who only lived to avenge his loved ones. 

He had heard much of the ee man, but never seen 
him before. 

“T believe I am vihonticay! one known as the Hermit 
Avenger, for I do not know your name?” the judge said, 
in his hearty way. 

“Nemesis Nat they call me, sir; but my name is Nathan- 
iel Norcross, or was away back in the days when , had 
use for one. 

“You are Judge Tremain, I take it?” 

There was a calm dignity about the hermit that im- 
pressed the judge most favorably, as also his wife, his 
daughter Myrtle and Blanche Vassar, a young girl mance 
guardian the judge was. 

The judge introduced the ladies, and bade his visitor be 
seated, adding: | 

“We will have dinner soon, and you shall have a 
chance to freshen up; but sit down and rest a while 
first.” 

The hermit gazed about him, while the fire in his eyes 
was softened by a look of inexpressible sadness, and he 
said: 

“T am not fit for ladies’ society, Judge Tremain, for it is 


twenty years since I have been in their presence, and the > 


last time I was under a roof, it was just such an after- 
noon as this, and in my own home. ae 

“The next day the home was a ruin, my loved ones were 
dead, murdered by the Navahoes; so, ever since, I have 
been an avenger—no, I am not fit for the company of 
ladies. No, madam, my hand is too red-hued for you to 
touch, though, thank God, it is an honest hand! only I 
have dyed it with Indian blood in my insatiate love 408 re- 
venge, to avenge my loved darlings.” 


There: were tears in the eyes of Mrs. Tremain and the 
young girls, and Judge Tremain coughed to keep back 
the choking emotion that welled up in his throat. 


It was Blanche Vassar who broke the silence. sie was 
a beautiful girl. Her father, Carl Vassar, a bosom friend 
of Judge Tremain, had been murdered by a marauding 
. band of Boys in Black some time before. The band had 
also attempted to kidnap Blanche, but.she had been res- 
cued by Buffalo Bull. 
You have done : rivbt to avenge those you loved, sir, 
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“My father was murdered, and never will I be happy 
until I feel that he has been avenged,” she said. “None 
here blame you; we have all suffered too much for 
that, and we respect gous meee and give you our 
sympathy in your sorrows.’ 

“Well said, Blanche. You have expressed just what 
I wished to,” cried the judge, while the Hermit Avenger’s 
face lighted up, and he said: 

“They call you Blanche; then you are the*one whom 
the outlaws attempted to kidnap?” 

“Yes, sir.” | 
“Do, not trust yourself again alone, for you would have 
no more mercy shown you than if you fell into the hands 
of the Navahoes; but this scene of home, and the kind 
welcome I have received, caused me to forget that I came > 
here on a mission, to give you this letter, sir, from one of 
Nature’s noblemen, one upon whom God has set the seal 
of perfect manhood—Buffalo Bill,’ and the Hermit 
Avenger handed to Judge Tremain the letter given him 

by the scout. | 


. YCHAPTER XXXII. 
THE HERMIT AVENGER’S RETURN. — 


The Hermit Avenger was more than pleased with the | 
welcome given him, and while the judge read the scout’s . 
letter the three ladies did all they could to make him feel 
how welcome he was. 

Mrs. Tremain led him to the guests’ room, and old | 
Uncle Toby, the negro man-of-all-work, was sent there to. . 
see to his wants. | : 

Having brushed the dust of travel off, and refreshed 
himself, the hermit felt better and returned to the piazza 
to find the judge and the ladies discussing the scout’s let- 
ter. 

“You know the contents of this letter, Mr. onrene) e 

“Yes, judge.” 

“T hope that our daring friend Cody has not gone into | 
another deadly undertaking, as I fear he has.” 

“Yes, I regret to say that he has gone upon the most 
perilous work of his life, sir, but I dare not say what it is 
where wafls may have ears. 


“The tguth is, Judge Tremain, that this outlaw ele iy 


pervades the very air of this frontier, and even in your. 
beautiful valley homes there are Sues who are allies to 
the outlaws. 

“My lips are ie so that i manne speak out, or act, 
for gratitude chains me to silence, but I will say here, as I 
feel that I can do so, that William Cody has gone to the 
outlaw camp in disguise, to attend a secret meeting, at 
which plans will be arranged for a rush upon this: valley 


_ of over threescore lawless horsemen. 


“Buffalo Bill will learn their plans, if he is not recog- 
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| nized and put to death by torture, and my advice to you, 


sir, is to obey implicitly the instruction of his letter. 

“Go yourself to see the leaders of the Vigilante and 
settler bands, and let them know how important quick 
action is to success. 

“Let them keep. their couriers, their trusted men only, 
ready to act at once when the time comes, and above all let 
them allow no man to leave camp save the couriers. 

“Tf any man insists upon doing so, kill him as I would 
a Navaho, for he is not to be trusted in any way. 

“The sooner you'are ready to start on your rounds, sif, 
the better, and do not spare yourself or horseflesh. 

“T will be at the Blind Conyon, awaiting orders from 
Cody, or messengers from you. . | 

“T have been led to say more than I intended, and now I 
must be silent, for I will not betray, openly or secret, 
those I am bound to by the ties of gratitude; but | long 
for, hope for, pray for the successful wiping out of that 
faites band without aid of mine. | 

“Ti he is not killed, Buffalo Bill will be the man who 
will utterly crush the Boys in Black, as they deserve to be, 
and bring peace upon your beautiful valley of homes.” 

The Hermit Avenger spoke earnestly, and the judge at 
once ordered his horse gotten ready, and Blanche insisted 
upon accompanying him, but this he would not allow. 

Dinner was announced then, and the Hermit Avenger 
cnjoyed for the first time, since he had sat at his own 
board, the pleasure of eating as a gentleman. | 

He relished his meal, talked well, but altogether of the 
iar past, and when Blanche asked him if he knew the Man 
in Blue, answered, quietly : 

“Oh, yes, I have met him.” 

“Can you tell me anything about him, sir?” : 

“T will leave that to Buffalo Bill to do, lady.” 

The judge offered a horse to the hermit to return on, 
but though it was at first refused, he accepted the offer 
when Blanche said: . 

“You might need him, and went if Buffalo Bill re- 
turned with his horse used up.” 

“You are right, miss, and I will accept your ‘kind offer, 
Judge Tremain.” Fi 

They rode out of the yard together, the judge, with a 
cowboy as an escort, and the hermit, but they went sepa- 
rate ways soon after, returning to his post: 


The judge rode rapidly on his mission to visit the 
other commands, and had. sent a- ‘messenger to have his 


own men come to his ranch at ofice and go into camp. 
He was determined to do as the hermit had said, spare 


neither himself nor horseflesh in carrying out the wy 
| get rode into the Devil’s Canyon, 


of Buttalo Bill. 


‘seeing that he was 


| there was in a name. 
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And Nemesis Nat, with this same aim . view, hurried 


back to his post at the Blind Canyon, arrivifig soon after — 





nightfall. is 


CHAPTER XXIV. 


AN UNINVITED GUEST. 


* 


Buffalo Bill realized to the fullest extent all that he was 
doing in going to the camp of the Boys in Black. 

He knew that only the black mask lay between him and 
recognition, which meant death. 

He had gone only a few miles when he saw two hisese 
men turn into the trail ahead of him. My of ) 

Neither was dressed in black, or rode black horses, but 
they wore the mask that concealed completely their idén- 
ive). . | | 
” said the 
scout, and he hastened to overtake the two men ahead of 


“Here is a chance for company, such as it is, 


him. , | 
They tutned eae upon hearing» him satu and, 


9 


‘one of them,” ‘slackened rein. 

“Ho, pards! bound for ther camp o’ course, ' said Buf- 
falo Bill, as he joined them. 

“You bet we is, and I’m thinkin’ thar’ll be a big ciel 
ini: 

“Hope so; for. I guesses that the chief means ter playa. 
big “game, and, from all I Varn, he holds a handful o’ 
trumps,” said the scout. ee 

“Yas, and it’s time, for money hain’t been over plentiful 
o’ late, and I’m savin’ mine ter git a chance ter go back 
East some day and cut a swell.” 
“Stretch a rope, yer means, Tom,” 
rade, r 


“Shet up, won't yer, fer who. wants ter hear talk Qo’ 


oe his com- 


‘ropes, Buck: ?” was the reply. 


And Buffalo Bill mentally jotted down the names of 


- “Buck” and “Tom” as pards of his. 


He got on smoothly with the two, sharing his tobacco 
and a a pull at a small flask, and found out all he wished to 
know about the two, while he made himself “solid” with 


‘them as simply “Bill,” they not suspecting how much 


wv 


Armed with two pards who knew the ropes and from 


whom he was learning much that was useful informa- 


tion, Buffalo Bill considered himself in luck, and at sun- 
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Half a hundred men were already there, and the scout 
saw that about-a third of them would remove their masks 
at will, while others kept them on constantly. 

He saw, too, miners he had met before, cowboys, a set: 
tler or two, and, prominent among them, and who seemed 
to be a man of authority, was a well-known border charac- 
ter, the Giant Sport, of Trail End City; Circus Sam, who 
had once sent three hirelings out upon the track of him- 
self, Allan Tremain and Dr. Donohue to murder them. 

It did not take the scout long to discover that Circus 
Sam was an officer of the outlaw band, and though he had 
rigged himself up in black, he wore his mask hanging 


about his neck, as though he was anxious to let every one 


know just who he was. 

There were other members dropping in constantly, and 
the Giant Sport gave ordérs that all should stake their 
horses out, form messes, and go regularly into camp, as 
the stay would not be, as was usually the case, for only a 
few hours, but for several days, as the chief was planning 
a grand move. 


Buffalo Bill sought out his two traveling pards, Buck 
and Tom, and, as he had plenty of supplies, sreere that 
they get one other and mess together. 


This was done, and the scout pucuistedt freely about the 
camps, taking notes and allowing nothing to escape his 
observation. 


-— 


It was just midhight when the bugle sounded, calling 


the outlaws to assemble, and Circus Sam went about an-. 


nouncing that the chief, Captain Black, had arrived. 


Buffalo Bill went with the rest to the meeting place, 
and soon the chief appeared, clad in black and masked. 


He was attended by several men who were similatly at- 
tired, only the chief had a red cord about his black som- 
brero, and a scarlet sash about his waist. , 

Whether he was white, black or redskin could not be 
‘told, so thoroughly was he masked. 


In a voice distinct and with a ring to its rich tones, he 
called the meeting: of the maskers to order, and then for 
an hour told of his plans, their successes, reverses, and 
the plot for the future, to avenge their dead comrades and 
to strike at the settlers in a way that would demoralize 
them. » 

He told of the new stage line that was to be put on the 
next week to Silver Thread, and showed that he had 
plotted to make each member of the band a rich man, 
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When at last the plans fiad all been told, the chief said 
that in the morning at nine each man was to assemble at 
his quarters and sign the new roll of the outlaws, to write 
down their names in the “Black Book,” as he expressed it. 

Buffalo Bill did not return immediately to his camp 
with the three outlaws. 

He was seen hanging about the chief, and just as Tom, 
Buck and the other man were turning in he came back and 
said : : 
“Well, pards, ’m in hard Radke for the chief sends me 
off on a night ride, and a long one, and I'm fagged out 


now. 


“You better keep my grub, as I won't need it.” 

“I don’t envy you, Pard Bill,” said Tom, and the others 
also gave him their sympathy, and he said: | 

“T’ll meet you on the raid, pards.” | 

Then he was off, and as no guards were kept, for none 
were supposed to be needed there, he went to his horse 
and slipped away in the darkness. 

It was just half an hour before dawn, but he knew that 
the outlaws would sleep late, and he did not believe that 
he would be missed, for he well knew that his name was 
not down on the outlaw roll, and never would be written 
in the Black Book. 

Suddenly he heard hooffalls behind him, and quickly he 
drew into the shelter of a thicket. 

A moment after a party of five horsemen dashed by, 
and one was talking as they did so. 

Standing with his hand upon the nose of his horse to 
prevent his neighing, Buffalo Bill heard the voice of che 
one in the lead, and just what he said as he passed. 

“That is the chief’s veice, and he goes acne to prepare 
the way. fe 

“So do I. I was an uninvited guest, but 1 ates very 
well.” ) Be ate tho 

And soon after the scout rode on, and when day 


| dawned he was following the trail of the chief and his 


Boys in Black. 





CHAPTER XXV. 
aie THE FAIR COURIER. | 
Buffalo Bill followed the trail of the outlaw chief and 
his comrades until he felt sure where it would lead, and 


then he pressed on as rapidly as he dared to. the Blind 
Canyon, _ 
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He had had no rest, but’ that did not matter, and his 
desire was to spare his horse all he could, until he reached 
the canyon, when he knew that the Hermit Avenger 
could make as good time as any animal could in bearing 
a message, and the scout felt that he had much to make 
known. 

It was afternoon when he reached the Blind Canyon, 
and the Hermit Avenger was on the watch, and called 
out: 

“Ho, Pard Bill, then you thought better of it after all, 
and I’m mighty ‘glad that you did.” 

“Thought better of what, pard?” 

“Going to Devil’s Canyon.” | , 

“T have just returned from there. I overtook com- 
pany on the way, attended the meeting last night at mid- 
ight, heard the chief’s full plans of action and followed 

















his trail to within ten miles back, where he branched off, 
but I know where he is going, so that is all right. 

“I am back again, Nemesis Nat, was not even sus- 
pected, and am now ready for the work in hand which is 
to be to-morrow night just before dawn, the first strike 
being made at Hope Vale Ranch by the chief and his 
special band of Boys in Black, while Band Iwo attacks 
Silver Thread City and Band Three sweeps around to 


come in at the lower end of the valley. , 


“The ranches will then be raided, then the mines, and 
with their booty the outlaws were to go into hiding and 
await the result, and the starting of the stage line from 
Trail End City.” 
“Buffalo Bill, you have done wonders. 
“But did you see the chief unmasked ?” 

‘‘No, and there was no need to do so, as I know bicah 
“You are’ sure?” 

“Perfectly.” | 

“I have nothing to say, I will raise no ac to save, will 


this serpent of sin that is devastating this fair land and 

dotting it with the graves of good and brave men. 
‘Now, what will you do?’’’ : 
“Await until night, when my horse will be rested, and 

hen go to Judge Tremain’s home, the Hope Vale Ranch.” 


“You need rest yourself, so take it, and when you wish 


he is; but you look haggard.” 
“tam hungry, pard, and a trifle sleepy.” 


et you carry out your destiny, which I feel is to crush 


o go I have a fresh horse for you, and a splendid animal _ 
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The hermit took the hint and soon had dinner, rditine 
the scout meanwhile how it was that he happened to have 
the fresh horse, through Blanche Vassar having urged it. 

The scout ate heartily, then threw himself down for a 
rest, and just at sunset started to his feet as he Heard the 
words: ara 

“Is Buffalo Bill here, sir?” | | 

“Miss Blanche, you here?” cried the scout, as he looked 
foam-covered horse she had ridden. — | 
“Yes, resi Bill, and I come as a courier, for I have 


at the panting, 


news for you.” 
In spite of her rapid ride she was very pale, yet per- 


| ‘feetly calm. 


Then she resumed: ea :. 3 

“I do not know ene but in spite ‘of all warnings I will 
tisk my life to go to my father’s grave. He is buried, you - 
know, at a place called Monument Rock. Riser 

“T did so this morning, and fortunately saw some horse- 
men approaching and went into hiding. | | 

“They halted near me, and I heard one of them give 
his orders to the-other four to go into camp on the range 
and await his coming. 

“He said he was going to Hope Vale Ranch to make a 
visit and lull suspicion, but would be back in ample time 
for action. . | : Bh 

“Then I saw him distinctly, and I recognized him as 
he took off his black sombrero and mask—it was the 
Man i in Blue.” 

“Yes, Miss Blanche, I heard him at padaisth last night 
make all of his plans to hurl his cutthroats upon the val- 


' ley, while he said that there was one prize in it that was 


for him alone, one that did not know him as he was. 

“In order to lull suspicion he pretended to be captured 
by his own men some time ago when he ane himself just 
rescued one of them from prison. 

“The ranches he has he has murdered the owners of t to 
thus inherit them in his peculiar way, and the mines are 
stolen property also. 

“He is the worst of all men i ever met, and his err is 
at hand. | 

“But did you come here alone to ‘tell me this ?” 

“I did, and if you were not here to tell the Hermit 
Avenger. 


“The Man in Blue has gone on to the home of Judge 


-. Tremain, to be a guest there, the snake in the erass that 


is to strike at our hearts, and let me tell you, Mr. Cody, 
| { 


ae 


that I believe he is the man who murdered my father 
and who tried to kidnap me afterward. _ 

“Mr. Cody, I shall return to Hope Vale, and all is in 
your hands, our lives are in your keeping, and we will 
rest content; but I am revengeful, and I do not wish to 
know that the Man in Blue dies as a brave man might, 
by bullet. . 

‘He will be at Hope Vale upon my return and—shall 
I kill him ?”’ 


“Oh, no, or you will give him the very death you do not 


wish him to have. 

“My horse is rested, so ride him back, and 1 have a fresh 
_one your foresight got for me through the Hermit 
Avenger, sh I return with you—yes, and Nemesis Nat 
will go, too.”’ 

“Not now, Bill, Pll follow later,” was the reply, and 
after having supper in camp with them, the fair courier 
set off with Buffalo Bill for the long and rapid ride to 
Hope Vale Ranch. | 

CHAPTER XXVI.. 
RETRIBUTION. 


There was the greatest anxiety felt for the safety of 
Blanche Vassar when night came on and BS could not 
be found. 


The judge had gone in Loseh of her, with a couple of 


his men, but returned unsuccessful, and all were waiting 
the coming of dawn to begin a general search for the 
missing girl. | 

The Man in Blue had arrived in the afternoon and 
told how he had escaped from the outlaws, and that he 
could guide the Vigilantes to their retreats, when it was 
. decided to go and attack them. | 

He seemed deeply distressed at the disappearance of 
Blanche, and said he woud g° a the aes party 
the next morning. 

But just before midnight Blanche rode up to the door, 
and alone. 

She simply said that she had taken a different trail, that 
she was utterly worn out, and with hardly a word to any 
one, acting as though dazed, she sought her room. . 

3ut once there she turned to Mrs. Tremain and Myrtle, 
who accompanied her, and said, quickly: 

“I have not been lost, I am not alone. 

“T rode to the Blind Canyon and Buffalo Bill is with 
me, but in hiding, awaiting to see the judge. 
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“The Man in Blue is the chief of the outlaw barid, and 
we must dissemble to entrap him, for he is preparing to 
strike the settlement with his whole force, and it must 


not be prevented, for there must be no mistake, and Bur- 


falo Bill has arranged for all.” 

The words of the young girl were heard with amaze- 
ment, and real consternation; but Mrs: Tremain and 
Myrtle quickly rallied, the judge was sent for and the 
story told to him, while Myrtle, with great presence of 
mind, went out upon the piazza, and told the Man in 
Blue that Blanche was much better, though very tired, 
and she hoped would be all right in the morning. 


But in the morning Blanche still kept her room, for 


j2 


: 


she would not face the murderer of her father, as she’ 


said: 
“T could not resist the dessiation to kill bik Myrtle.” 


: 


After breakfast the Man in Blue took a ride sical 


and he went to the Monument Rock to communicate. 


with his men in hiding there, and tell them that all was 
ready for the strike, that he would be on the scene, as 
the guest of the judge, and when they arrived would 
place himself at their head. | 


He returned for dinner to find that the judge had 


gone to Silver Thread City, but he was not told that 
Buffalo Bill had been his comipanion thither. 


It way late when the judge returned, and he did not. 
consider it necessary to tell the Man in Blue that Buffalo’ ’ 


Bill and his’ Vigilantes had come baie with him, and 
were in hiding nearby. 

Not having 
‘Blue returned to his room, when Mrs. Tremain and 
Myrtle said good-night. | 


“But a moment after he had Likes there came a knock 
at his door, and Buffalo Bill entered. 


“Hands up, pard, for I want Caner Black, the out- 


law chief, and you are the man.’ 

The scout’ s revolver covered the outlaw, and. through 
the window were thrust sevetal rifles, as the Volunteer 
Vigilantes backed up the scout. re Soe 


“There is some terrible mistake here, Captain Cody; 
but I submit, of course, as in the morning I will show 
you how cruel is your charge against me.” — a 

The words were calmly uttered, but the scout said: 

“You hope to give proof by the appearance of your 


band, but within two hours more they will ride into a 
trap there will be no escape from, Circus Sam and his 


been able to see Bianeles: the Man in 


party will be ambushed on the way to Silver Thread, and 
your third party will be headed off at the lower end of 
the valley. | 

‘“T was: at your meeting in Devil’s Canyon, Man /in 
Blue, with a heart of red and black, and I know all, and 
Miss Blanche Vassar listened to your orders to your men 
at Monument Rock. 

“Now, what proof can you give that you are not flying 
false colors?” “4 

“None. I make no defense, for I see you have won 
the game, Buffalo Bull. 

“T should have killed you when I discovered that you 
came to this valley to hunt me down. 

“But the traitor has been the old hermit, Nemesis Nat.” 

“It is false, for he would not betray you.” 

“T say that he has, and I wish you to tell him from me 
that which will crush his old heart—that I am -his grand- 
son, the son of his daughter who ran away with the or- 
ganist of his church. Se 

“Tell him that she told me, her child, of the dishonor 
upon me, that she reared me to be bad. 

“She is dead now, and I, her son, with a "ouded name, 
have drifted from bad to worse, until I am indeed fit only 
to die on the gallows. 

“You have won the game, Buffalo Bill, so do your 
worst, and tell Nemesis Nat that I avenge myself for 
his betrayal by breaking his old heart.” 

Buffalo Bill glanced quickly around him, to see that 
the judge, Blanche, Allan. Tremain and Dr. Donohue 
alone had heard the words of the outlaw chief. 

te he said, sternly : 

3ring a gag for this man, and rem ember it must not 
be taken from his mouth without Mr. Tremain’s orders, 


for that old man’s heart shall not be crushed by ‘this 


-fiend’s revengeful confession.” 


The scout’s order was obeyed, the man was gagged and 
led away in the care of two Vigilantes called to guard 
him to their camp. 

Half an hour after, Allan Tremain came in quickly, and 
cried : 3 

“J could not save him—the Vigilantes hanged him, 
gagged as he was, when they discovered that the Man in 


- Blue was the outlaw chief.” ~ 


‘Then his tongue is silenced forever—it is better so. 
“Now we will ride to meet his band, and Buffalo Bill 
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led the way from the house, the others following, among 
them the judge, who would not remain behind when men 
were needed at the front. 


-_ 





CHAPTER XXVIIL. 
CONCLUSION. 


Into the traps set for them went the three separate bands 
of Boys in Black, and the result was short, sharp and 
deadly work. ma | 

When the sun rose over the beautiful Valley of the Sil- 
ver Thread, the settlers were wild with joy, for the Boys 
in Black had simply been wiped out, in the terrible excite- 
ment and- friumph of the hour, men refusing to listen to 
reason and humanity and hanging up the wounded out-_ 
laws. 

If any aaa no one in the nadleiniant sai of the 
fact. 

Buffalo Bill’s duty was done, he had accomplished the 
work upon which he had- been sent. single-handed by 
Colonel Royall, and several days after the “massacre of 
the outlaws,” as it was called, he started upon his return 


to the military post where he was chief of scouts. 


But before he went he was glad to feel that old Ne- 
mesis Nat, not knowing what his grandson—Belford Fon- 
taine, alias Ford Belmont—had confessed, had con- 
sented to give up his wild life as an avenger and. take 
charge of the Vassar Ranch, which had been left to 


Blanche Vassar by her murdered father, as manager. 


It was a year after that Buffalo Bill was again seen in 
the Silver Thread, but not on the war trail’ this time, 
for he had been called thither to attend a double wed- 
ding, as Myrtle Tremain had consented to become Mrs, 


‘Dallas Donohue, while Blanche Vassar had discovered 


that it was Allan Tremain that she had were loved. 
THE END. 
Next weeks’ issue, No. 89, will contain “Buffalo Bill 
and the Outcasts of Yellow Dust City; or, Fighting for 


Life in the Blizzard.” Buffalo Bill rescues a band of 
miserable outcasts. His adventures in the greatest of all 


the terrible blizzards that ever ravaged the Northwest are 


told in this story. 

‘ The incidents in his career that won for fan: his title— 
“King of the Blizzard’—make great reading on a win- 
ter’s night by a good warm fire while the wind howls 
outside as it did in those terrible days the great scout. 
spent in. the wilderness of snow. 





More dreams. Lots of them. 
The more the merrier. 
Look over the list of prizes on page 31. 
Then you'll get to work harder than ever. 
Make this contest the banner one. 





A Dream of Diamonds. 
(By Frank Pelkey, Wyoming, Iowa.) 


Here is a dream I had about a week ago. I had just 
got to sleep, when I seemed to awake. A man was 
coming in the window. He had a large letter that he 
handed to me. I opened it, and it said to come to the 
president at once. I put on my clothes and we crawled 
out of the window. There was a large box near, that 
he said was an automobile. We got in. He put on 
steam and we were soon at the White House. The 
aresident told me he had a secret to téll me. He whis- 
pered in my ear a while, then turned to the wall and 
opened a curious door. I walked through the door and 
was instantly seized and carried to a large, black man. 
He was the king of a certain nation. He took me to a 
large vault where there were sacks of money and of dia- 
monds. He gave me a sack of diamonds and told me to 
go. | was safely on my way home when an officer ac- 
cused me of stealing the diamonds. [| tried my best to 
get away, but my legs refused to move.’ The officer 
erabbed me and threw me into a hole. I landed with a 
jar. I awoke, and found I had fallen out of bed, byt I 
still held to my sack of diamonds, which turned out to be 
mv pillow. | 

This is a true dream. : 


ed by a Dream Spirit. 
. (By J 


I have a chum who had been spending the evening with 
me. At eleven o'clock he mounted his pony (Light- 
weight) and started homeward, riding full gallop, and I 
proceeded to iny room, but ere I had retired, I heard 
him ride up Lo. the Hate cailing tome. IJ went out, hoping 
in.my heart tai some one had tried to hold him up, and 


f 


John Felix Webster, Greenville, Texas. ) 


that he had come for me to assist in pursuit of the high- 


- 


waymen. Wewere constantly hoping for an opportunity 
to show what heroes we were born. I was disappointed 
to find he. had lost his eyeglasses. An_ overhanging 
branch from one of the large trees had brushed them. off 
his eyes, wounding his left eye. At the same time I 
picked up a light, and together we searched for an hour 
diligently, but in vain. The glasses could not be found. 
We were forced to 'give up in disgust. My chum went 
home with only his pony to lead the way through the mid- 
night darkness. I retired, and soon fell asleep, wonder- 
ing why we had failed to find the glasses, and a strange 
vision appeared to.me in a dream. I was suddenly 
awakened to find myself resting in a snow-white hammock, 
dotted here and there with silver and gold spangles, stis- 
pended across a deep, clear running stream, secured at 
each end by a slender, gold thread to stones of gigantic 
size, and upon them were sitting hundreds of the funniest 
little creatures resembling human beings, only so small. 
They were chatting in an animated manner. I tried in 
every way to speak to them, but I could not move or speak 
for hours, it seemed to me; when, out of their midst came 
a beautiful being, clad in pale-green velvet all shining in 
diamonds. She came nearer and yet nearer, and I seemed 
to catch my breath quickly. Nearer came this dazzling 
vision, when I felt a light caress fall upon my forehead, 
for my eyes had clésed, so bright had this vision become ; 
and into my hand was pressed a fine silken tissue veil, and 
a low, mellow voice distinctly said: “Behold! The lost 
is found.” My sleeping charge, the veil or scarf within 
my hand began to unroll itself, forming a square shape, 
representing a landscape, and, to my utmost astonishment, 

I saw our own home, the avenue of stately trees, the flow- 

ers, the garden; everything was perfect. While I gazed, 

spellbound, I saw a living figure slowly cover the scene 
for an instant, then disappear. When up from the 
shrubbery beneath a large oak tree, , there arose a pale- 
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ereen star, gradually becoming brighter until it assumed 
he likeness of the sun. Then, slowly, it descended, un- 
il it rested upon a certain shrub beneath the oak tree, 
pne point of the star reaching downward. Again | 
heard that soft, sweet voice: “The lost is found.” I 
started to rush toward the spot, to suddenly land on my 
feet, wide awake, with my sister laughing at my sudden 
eap out of bed. I scrambled into my clothes, breath- 
lessly called to her to leave off laughing and follow me, 
bnd I would show her I had seen a strange thing. She 
an after me, I speeding to the locality of my dream. 
yn arid on I ran, until I reached the oak, at least fifty 
vards from where the glasses were#brushed off. With- 
put a doubt or a moment’s hesitation I reached forth my 
1and and parted the grasses and shrubbery. , There, glis- 
ening in the sunlight, nestling in a bed of dew-drops, 
vere my chum’s lost glasses. 

This a true repetition of a dream I had, June 4th, 1902. 





An Adventure in Dreamland, 
(By John Andreoli, Rosebank, N. Y.) 


One night, two years ago, I dreamed I fell asleep on 
he prairie, and I awoke to find myself in the hands of 

e Apaches, or Horse Indians. They tied me to a stake 
nd placed resinous wood under and about me, and then 
it it. The braves amused themselves by throwing toma- 
hawks and shooting arrows at me, until I closely resem- 
bled a porcupine. The squaws followed the example set 
o them by the warriors, by throwing stones and jabbing 
ointed sticks into me. 

At a sign from the chief, the fire was extinguished, the 
rrows drawn out, and I was bathed and unbound, and 

old that I had to run the gantlet. Two rows of braves, 
‘ith a dozen braves to each row, stood facing one an- 
ther. Each was armed with a club or a tomahawk, and 
gs I ran through them, every one dealt me a blow, not 
ver gently, which gave me a thorough knowledge of as- 
onomy. Weg 

'' The stars which I saw were of every shade and hue; 
alk about Jupiter or Saturn, why, some had sixteen 
100ns and some had so many rings I couldn’t see the 
blanet at all; and, besides, I am sure many were inhab- 
ed, for I noticed a fellow making faces at me and laugh- 
mg at my predicament. Somehow I reached the end of 
he lines without being knocked down, so I started to 
foot it” cross country with a score of savages in my 
rake, yelping like a pack of hounds after a fox. A very 
at Indian was already grasping me by the hair, when I 

n over a cliff and fell into the ocean. | 
As I was falling I gave a prolonged shriek which the 

indians call the “death yell.’ 

My shriek aroused a school of sharks which were bask- 
g in the sun, and the sharks started in pursuit where the 
ndians left off. 

The leader, an enormous fellow, soon dove and came up 
nder me, took mein his capacious mouth and swallowed 
e, 

I then found myself in a dingy room, the lamp was 
urned down, and I dropped down on a chair, exhausted 
rom my exertions. } 

\Wwhen rescea 1 turned up the light, and saw that the 


> 
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table was set for some one’s supper, and a late one at that, 
for the clock on the shelf struck forty-seven. On the 
same shelf was a bottle of witch hazel wrapped in a Bui- 
falo Billi Weekly. 1 took the witch hazel, for it was just 
the thing I needed, as 1 was bruised and sore all over. I 
then sat down to enjoy the bountiful meal and read the 
weekly. se “ ot | 

No sooner had I taken up the knife and. fork than the 
shark performed the same service to me as the whale. did 
to Jonah (why didn’t the pesky beast wait till I had fin- 
ished, for I was famished and the meal didn’t cost me 
anything ?), | was thrown up on the shores, but near my 
own home. Jonah wasn’t so lucky. J went home to bed 
and woke up next morning as well as ever, but to this day 
I sincerely regret the loss of that supper. 
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A Dream of Sku’ls. 
(By R. Morrison, Wayne, Pa.) 


Here is a dream I had one afternoon. 

I had just been visiting the Academy of Natural Scl- 
ence in Philadelphia. When I arrived at home I was 
so tired that I lay down and fell asleep. I soon found 
myself and my chum, Harold Morris, crossing a field. 
My chum disappeared, and I was left alone. Skulls of 
dead men seemed to be moving around my head. See- 
ing a club near, I picked it up and struck all the skulls 
as they came in turn. Seeing a smaller skull than the 
rest, I struck it so hard that I broke it. Then boney 
hands seemed to lift me into the air. They would carry 
me up into the air and let me fall again. They had just 
let me fall the second time, when I woke up. Gee! 
wasn't I scared, though! 





A Close Call. 
(By D. Lane, Augusta, Ark.) 


It was about.eight o’clock one dark night in the latter 
part of Decemper, and I had retired eatly. Suddenly 
I heard the fire-bell ringing loudly. Clang! clang! clang! 

I sprang to my feet and dressed myself quickly. Out 
into the darkness and storm I rushed madly. Far to the 
north I saw huge flames leaping wildly into the air, and 
giving the dark clouds a’reddish hue. The scene wa’.ap- 
palling. ! was running at full speed, and now I came 
up with some one. “Where is the fire?” I asked, anxi- 
ously. “Across the river on the north side,” was the 
answer. On, on, on I dashed, until I came to the railroad 
bridge across the river. I stepped on the bridge and 
started across. I was about halfway across when I 
heard, to my horror, the shriek of an engine. Looking 
around, 1 saw an approaching train. I began to run. . 


The train dashed on the bridge, the engineer trying with 


all his might to stop it. I was about one hundred feet 
from the opposite side of the bridge and the train was 
only a few feet away. One hundred feet below me the 
river foamed madly. I knew I must jump, so I prepared 
myself for the leap. When the train was only about 
five yards away, I sprang forward. Instead of going 
down into the black river water, I fell heavily to the 
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floor—and awoke. It was only a dream and I was at 
home safe and sound, except for a knock on my head 
which I received when I rolled from the bed. 





A Fishing Dream. 
(By D. R. Nelms, Washington, D. C.) 


This is what I dreamed last night, Nov. 5th: 

It was quite late when I retired, and I hoped I would 
not be visited by a dream, as I often am. 

I dreamed that I was fishing, when all of a sudden my 
cork went under and IJ couldn’t pull the fish in or [ 
couldn’t turn the pole loose. The fish pulled so hard 
that I was pulled overboard. After I touched the water, 


THE BUFFALO BILL STORIES. 


yf 


it seemed as if a deep sleep took me, which lasted several | 


days. 
on an island, sitting down on the beach crying. I didn’t 
know where I was. Presently an old man passed and 
asked me what I was doing. I told him I didn’t know. 
He asked me how came I there. J didn’t know. He 
wanted to know my name, but I didn’t know anything 
about myself or anything. He said I was crazy, but he 
would teach me some sense. He grabbed me by the arm 
and took me inland, to a small house. He carried me in 
and gave me some milk and honey. I ate it and he then 
told me to follow him. He took two fishing poles, and 
then went through the woods to the other side of the 
island, took me in a boat and paddled a long way out in 
the stream. Then we began to fish, and we were catch- 


ing fish as fast as we could pull them in, but, suddenly, 


I was pulled overboard again and I tried hard to get 
back in the boat, but could not. I was under water, go- 


When | woke out of this imaginary sleep I was 


ing so fast that it made me right dizzy. This sailing — 


under water lasted for several hours, when, all at once, I 


' bumped into the shore, which awoke me. 


When I awoke, I got up and looked at the clock, and_ 


found that I hadn’t been asleep but fifteen minutes, and 
it seemed to me as if I had been asleep a week. 


Only a Dream. © 
(By Commodore Wilson, Anderson, Ind.) 


I was traveling the streets in the theart of Chicago, 
strolling around, no place in particular, when, by chance, 
I saw a voung lady waiting for a car, and, being attracted 
by a sweet smile, I offered to relieve her of her bundles. 

In time, 
versation until our. destination was reached. She in- 


vited me in, and, after laying aside her wraps, she sat 


down and produced a box of cigarettes and, after offer- 
ing me one, proceeded to light one for herself; after these 
were consumed, she opened a bottle of wine, of which 
we drank, and in the meantime she was describing 
Chicago to me. While telling of the beautiful parks, we 


were interrupted by footsteps, and, with a look of terror, 


she exclaimed : “Wy husband !” 

I was too surprised to speak, when she said : “Ouick ! 
Into the pantry!’ and I lost no time in getting there, for 
the man was nearing the door. 

He came in and looked around. 


~ 


we boarded the car and were in a jolly con- 


_ grandmother lives, myself and a lot of my playmates 


- stood upon my brow as I realized it was only a dream. 


clouds got thicker and thicker. 


“There has been some one here,” he said. 

“How do you know?” 

“TI smell cigarette smoke, and there are the wine 
glasses on the stand!” 

“You must be mistaken !’’ 

“No, I’m not, and I’m going to find him!” So he 
pulled a huge revolver from his pocket and started o 
the search, looking under the beds and in every nook and 
corner. 

At last he came back to the room where she was stand 
ing, and said: ‘‘There’s only one place left that he ca 
be, and that’s the pantry.” 

I made up my mirtd that as soon as he opened the door 
I would knock him down and make my escape. 

He came nearer, and | stood trembling, waiting fot 
the door to open, thinking to myself that this would be 
my last day in the city, if i could only escape. — 

Oh! he opened the door, and I struck at him with al 
my might, but, alas! I had hit the bed-post. A cold swéa 

























‘ 





| The Green Clouds. 
(By Roscoe B. Parrish, Iuka, Kansas.) 


It was nearly sunset when I saw green clouds floating 
around in the sky. I asked my mother what was the 
cause of it. She said it was the sign of snow. 
It began to snow. 
I woke up and found it was a dream. . 





A True Dream. 
(By Charles A. Pugh, Deshler, Ohio.) 


I went to bed one night last October after reading 
story about the coal strike. I dreamed I was out in the 
coal fields working as a non-union miner, and was jus 
sneaking to work “when I was hit on the head by somé 
hard club and fell on the ground unconscious. When ] 
came to, an enemy that I had not seen, I thought, for 
about ten years, was standing over me. He started tell 
ing me what a good chance he had to finish me, when 
he heard a Slight noise just behind him. He turned an 
just as he did so I raised up, and hit him with the clut 
he had hit me with. {f thought he was instantly killed 
when a stone hit me in the back and I woke up. M 
roommate said he had been trying to get me awake for 
ten minutes, and the blow in the back was made by the 
pillow’he hit me with. 





Out Camping. 
(By James McGarvey, Philadelphia, Pa.) ~ 


I have had-lots of dreadful dreams, and sometimes 
would be afraid to go to sleep again. One of them was 
‘This summer when I was visiting Hazleton, where m 


went to the woods to camp for a day. That night wher 


I came home I had an awful dream. I thought that 
while we were out camping, some Indians and savages 


~ 
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came and stood around our tent. We were so surprised 
‘we did not know what to do. Then they all halloaed and 
sang a war-song and danced around the tent. We then 
got our revolvers and were ready for the attack when they 
all rushed in on us. I was so frightened and afraid of 
them, I did not know what-to do. But, after a moment’s 
thought, we fired, and, turning around, we saw two of 
the Indians lying dead. When the others saw we were 
so brave they turned and fled. We then left that part 
of the woods and went about a mile out farther. We had 
no sooner settled there when we saw two large bears ap- 
proaching our camp. I got my gun and fired, but only 
shot one bear; then one of the other boys killed the other. 
We went out and got them, and, besides a full supply of 
meat to last us for a long time, we had two nice, warm 
bear skins. ae 

I then dreamed that we camped for two more weeks, 
and we were just breaking up camp when my mother 
called me, and said that I had been talking about bears 
and Indians. A few weeks after that we got a letter from 
my uncle, wl.o is out West, and he told us that he had been 
attacked by some Indians and not long after by two great 
big bears. It seems strange to think how I dreamed of 
the attack and then heard of a real story like my dream, 





With the Outlaws? 
(By Royal Parkinson, Hortonville, Mass.) | 


About three weeks ago I had a dream of being in the 
mountains. ‘here I met a band of Mexicans and with 
them they had a prisoner. They tied him to a tree and 
heaped brush around him, and then set it afire. While 
he was burning the Mexicans beat him with clubs till he 


was dead. 


Then I woke up, but thought nothing of it. 


But Noveniber 1oth I had the same dream again, the’ 


only difference was, instead of being in the mountains, 
it was in the room next to my own bedroom. 





A Bloody Dream. 
(By Sam Goldstein, Glenwood, Colo.) 


I was walking along the street, when I heard my name 
called. 1 turned around and there was a lady stand- 
ing across the street calling me. I went over and she 
said she had seen me at a dance when | didn’t know a 
thing about her. She asked me to come upstairs and see 
the little flat she had rented. I went up and looked 
around, and when I wanted to go she asked me to have 
a little wine. So I sat down and drank a glass.. Pres- 
ently she said she wanted to leave the room. She went 
gout and locked it from the outside. She had been gone 
a half an hour, then an hour, and so on, till it was nearly 
dawn, and there I was sitting and waiting. I got tired 
of waiting, so I thought I would explore around a little. 
1 got up and went through a door into a room that was 
all papered. Thinking there might be some secret door, I 
tapped all around the room and the last tap opened a door 
leading into a bed-room. On the bed was a lady all cov- 
ered with blood, and, at first sight, | knew why the lady 


- Buffalo Bill cheered me until the fire got to us. 


had locked me in, to accuse me of murdering this lady. 

I retraced my steps, and when I entered the last room, 

there was the other woman with two policemen, and, — 

pointing at me, said: ; 7 
‘That is the fellow who murdered her.” 
And then, then—I woke up. 





Almost Scalped. 
(By C. L. Evans, Danville, Va.) 


I have been an interested reader of the Buffalo Bill 
Stories, from the first one up to the present time, which 
1 think caused me to have the following dream: 

I wandered out West in search of a fortune. On my 
way I came up with Buffalo Bill. He was a scout, and _ 
proposed to take me along with him. I readily consented, 
for I would rather be with him than any one else in the 
West. The next morning we started on a journey to- 
gether into the Indian country. We camped at a spring 
under a bluff the first night. The next morning when we 
awoke it was to find that we were surrounded by In- 
dians... We had no chance to get away, so had to sur- 
render. Buffalo Bill told me not to be scared, as it was 
not the first time they had had him in their power, and 
he had always managed to get away. The Indians 
seemed to be highly delighted at having the long-haired 
chief'in their power. They danced and beat drums 
around us until I was most ready to faint, but Buffalo 
Bill just laughed at it all. They told us they would 
burn us until we were most dead, and then they would 
scalp us. Buffalo Bill still laughed, as if it amused him, 
and told me that he was where he had been before, but 
he still had his scalp on. At last they got tired of dancing 
around us and took us to a post and tied both of us to 
it, and commenced to ile up brush around us, and then - 
on the farther side from us they set it afire. It burned 
nearer and nearer, until it was near enough to scorch us. 
I thought 
my time had come. The fire was so hot I could not get 
my breath. After we were burned speechless, an old 
Indian chief ran in and tore the fire away from around 
us, so he could scalp us. He said he would scalp me 
first, and caught hold of my hair with one of his hands. 
In the other he had a long, keen knife, I fell over in Buf- 
falo Bill’s arms and seized him around the waist. [ 
reached up with one hand to catch the Indian’s knife, to 


‘find—the cat trying to climb onto the bed by my hair. 





Attacked by Indians. 
- (By John Scott, St. Hyacinthe, Quebec.) 


I dreamed one night that I ‘was out of a job and could 
not get work. I traveled till I reached New York. [had 
not been long there when I saw a fellow acting sus- 
piciously. I followed him to a railroad. As I was pass- 
ing a box car I was struck on the head by the man I was 
following; then-I was bound and gagged, and thrown 
into a box car. Soon after I heard the door close, and 
the car move. I worked at my bonds for a long time 
and at last I untied them. I then kicked open the end of 


~~ 
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the keg and found that it was powder; then I broke a 
box and die some biscuits. Just then the railroad bridge 
broke and we all went to the bottom. I quickly got a 
piece of string to use as a fuse. I stuck it in the powder 
and applied a match to it. By this time the water had> 
half filied the car. As the powder was about to explode 
I dove. When I came up I was in the open air. I swam 
to shore and, after walking a while, I came to a log 
cabin. I entered, and upon looking around | saw an 
old woman. I went toward her and spoke to her. She 
told me not to take anything or to speak while in the 
cabin. Soon after three devils came in and offered me 
some things to eat, and, as I did not touch them, I was 
pinched and tortured. I did not cry out, so I was left 
alone. I got up and went out. The old woman handed 
me a knife and revolver. I thanked her, and went on 
my way. I had not gone far when I was attacked by 
Indians. I fought till I felt the vise-like grip of a brave 
on my wind-pipe, and then I gave a yell and woke up. 
I was very glad to find that I was safe. 





My Awful After Effects. _ 
(By Harold Miley, Allegheny, Pa.) , 


‘About three weeks ago I had a dream that proved funny 
for my roommate, but not so for me. I had gone to bed 
early and just after finishing an account of a fire in the 
paper. I dreamed that our house was on fire but that 
I could not leave until I had gotten everything belonging 
to me out. The heat was something awful and I could 
not breathe freely for the smoke, and so real did it all 
seem to me that I got up and began to put my clothes 
into the trunk. I thought I had put everything in and 
was closing my trunk in a hurryewhen I got my thumb 
between the lid and the body ofthe trunk and then the 
fire was all over, but my thumb still keeps in my mind 
the awakening from my dream, as it is broken. 





The Shipwreck. 
(By Emery Davis, Neligh, Neb.) 


It was only recently when I had a frightful dream. 
I had been working hard all day and was very tired. I 
went to bed very early, and had no sooner got in bed 
than I began to dream. I dreamed that I was in a boat 
going across the ocean, there were a number of passengers 
on board the vessel. I got in a conversation with a 
young gentleman, who was about sixteen years of age. 
About half-past nine in the night the ship struck a large 
stone in the ocean which split her square in two. All 
the peop!e on the ship were drowned except me and the 
boy I had got acquainted with. We escaped by clinging 
te a piece of plank which was lying loose on the ship. 
We drifted with the wind till after twelve o'clock, when, 
al! of a sudden, we bumped against something. It was 
a boat and there was a man in it. He was a large man 
and had but one eye, and that was in the middle of his 
head. He was going to kill us, but we begged so. hard 
to him to have mercy on us and let us tell him our story: 
that he at last said that he would listen. So I told him 
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of our journey and he let us go on. We came to an _ 
island in a little while, however, and, getting off on the 
shore, we found that wild animals were ail around by the 
shore. We watched for a chance, and ran ior a tree. 
We climbed toward the top as fast as we could. As I 
started first, I was the first to reach the top of the tree; 
where I looked down and was horrified to see my part- 
ner being dragged down and eaten up by a large animal. 
I crawled as far up as I could, but the same large ani- 
mal came up and dragged me down. When I hit the 
ground I woke up, and found myself out of bed on the 
floor. I did not go to sleep any more that night, for it 
was five o’clock in the morning. | 





: 4 
The Game on the Gridiron. 
(By Glenn Parrish, Indianapolis, Ind.) 


I was playing football all day and went to bed very 
tired, and dreamed I was playing right half-back, and the 
quarter-back gave the signal, 13—18—24—31. It was? 
for me to go around ‘the right end. I cleared the end 
and had a clear- field before me excepting the full-back, 
who was a big, heavy boy, who came charging at me 
like a mad bull. I ran harder, but my legs refused to 
go faster, and I made one more effort and ran right into 
one of the goal posts. Just then I woke up and I had my 
pillow under my arm and I had bumped my head on the 
bedstead. It was a hot game,.I tell you. . 





LETTERS FROM PRIZE WINNERS 





| Philadelphia, Nov. 9th, 1902. — 
Street & Smith. ; | | a 
Dear Sirs: I received your hunting ax and I think it 


is a beauty. I did not expect such a present as this is. 


That was the first Buffalo Bill book that I ever read, and 


_ I think they are great’books. I thank you for your pres- 


ent for the dream I sent you. I will try in the next con- 
test, and hope I will be successful in this, also. I have 


shown the ax to many of my playmates, and they think 


it is a peach also, and they said they would start and read 
the Buffalo Bill Weekly and see if they couldn’t win 
something in the contests. I received the ax O. K. 
Yours respectfully, 
Wo. T. Conway. 





Norfolk, Va., Dec. 10, 1902. | 

Dear Stirs: I thank you very much for the knife. It 

it just what I wanted, and a beauty. I am very. proud 

of it and wish you ail and your paper great success. I 
am very sincerely yours, | N. E. Roperts. 
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| CURIOUS DREAM CONTEST || 


OU all know what a success the last contest was. We propose to make this 
even bigger. LOOK AT T HIS SPLENDID PRIZE OFFER 


COMPLETE PHOTOGRAPHIC OUTFITS 


| including an EASTMAN BROWNIE CAMERA and a complete outfit i taking 
| developing and printing photographs 








CET INTO THIS CONTEST 
whether you were in the last or not. All you have to do is to remember any . 
' Curious Dream you have ever had, write it in five hundred words, or less, and 
send it with the accompanying coupon, properly filled out, to | 


BUFFALO BILL WEEKLY, Care of STREET & SMITH 
238 WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK (GITY . 





THE PRIZES WE OFFER THIS TIME 
are about the FINEST EVER GIVEN in acontest of this kind. The cameras | | 


are beauties—simple in operation and | § 
COUPON | 


‘old cartri ‘ith fil ba Gi te 
| Buffalo Bill Dream Contest, No, 2} old cartridges: with film enough for:six | 


tridge and a complete outfit, together 


City or Town | with a book of instructions as to how 


exposures without reloading. A  car- | 4 
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Title of Story 


with each camera. 


| BUFFALO BILL STORIES | 


—S>SE>E>E>—————_—_= CONTAINING 














THE ONLY STGRIES AUTHORIZED by HON. WILLIAM fF. copy (“Buffalo Bill”) 





: '58—Buffalo Bill’s Mysterious Trail; or, Tracking a Hidden Foe. 

A 59—Buffalo Bill and the Masked Hussar; or, Fighting the Prairie Pirates. | 
. 60—Buffalo Bill’s Blind; or, Running the Death Gauntlet. | 
, 61—Buffalo Bill and the Masked Driver; or, The Fatal Run Through Death Canyon. 

| 62—Buffalo Bill’s Still Hunt; or, Fighting the Robber of the Ranges. 

a 63—Buffalo Bill and the Red Riders; or, The Mad Driver of the Overlands. - 

; 64—Buffalo Bill’s Dead-Shot Pard; or, The Will-o’-the-Wisp of the Trails. 

65—Buffalo Bill’s Run-Down; or, The Red-Hand Renegade’s Death. 

66—Buffalo Bill’s Red Trail; or, A Race for Ransom. 

67—Buffalo Bill’s Best Bower; or, Calling the Turn on Death Notch Dick: | | 
68—Buffalo Bill and the Gold Ghouls; or, Defying Death at Elephant Rack. | 
69—Buffalo Bill’s Spy Shadower; or, The Hermit of Grand Canyon. 

7o—Buffalo Bill’s Secret Camp; or, Trailing the Cloven Hoofs. 

71—Buffalo Bill’s Sweepstake; or, Hunting the Paradise Gold Mine. 

72—Buffalo Bill and the Black Heart Desperado; or, The Wipe-Out at Last Chance. 
73—Buffalo Bill’s Death Charm; or, The Lady in Velvet. . 

74—Buffalo Bill’s Desperate Strategy; or, The Mystery of the Cliff. 

75—Buffalo Bill and the Black Mask; or, The Raffle of Death. | 
76—Buffalo Bill’s Road Agent Round-Up; or, Panther Pete’s Revenge. | 
77—Buftalo Bill and the Renegade Queen; or, Deadly Hand’s Strange Duel. 

78—Buffalo Bill’s Buckskin Band; or, Forcing the Redskins to the Wall. 3 
79—Butfalo Bill’s Decoy Boys; or, The Death Rivals of the Big Horn. 
80—Buffalo Bill’s Sure Shots; or, Buck Dawson’s Big Draw. 

81—Buffalo Bill’s Texan Team; or, The Dog Detective. by 

&2—Buffalo Bill’s Water Trail; or, Foiling the Mexican Bandit.” 

83—Buffaio Bill’s Hard Night’s Work; or, Captain Coolhand’s Kidnaping Plot. 
84—Buffalo Bill and the Scout Miner; or, The Mounted Sharps of the Overland. 
85——Buffaio Bill’s Single-Handed Game; or, Nipping Outlawry in the Bud. 

86—Buftalo Bill and the Lost Miners; or, Hemmed in by Redskins. 

87—Buffalo Bili’s Tenderfoot Patds; or, The Boys in Black. 

88—Buftalo Bill and the Man in Blues or, The Volunteer Vigilantes of Silver Thread City. 
89—Buffalo Bill and the Outcasts of Yellow Dust City; or, Fighting for Life in the Blizzard. 
90—Bufialo Bill's Crippled Crew; or, Sunflower Sam of Shasta. 


All of the above numbers always on hand. If you cannot get them from \your newsdealer, five 
cents a copy will bring them to you by mail, postpaid. 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers, 238 William Street, New York. 





Prizes Given Away to Readers of 


Boys of America 


16 PAGES—FULL SIZE—ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY 

















Five Serial Stories of : : Also Short heccidl In- 
Romance, Adven- This is the Paper That. is Giving Away Solid Gold. teresting Informa- 
ture, Detective, tion and Special De- 
Comic and Sporting, partemnts for young ‘ 

e men. ee 
now running. WX Co Ace Os Pie hy a 

The Stories are well STORIES 0 Ge PRAM aN "fe ai BO¥S OF AMERICA 

up-to-date and writ- aia. Sa REE so LEAGUE. 4 

eee a —— lt you are a reader of. 
ten by the boys ean cee hate eee TET eT ; 
favorite authors. | DEAD AND DISHONORED; ai oo in the Heart the BOYS OF AMER- 


"By HERBERT BELLWOOD (The Reporter Detective) re. 


ICA you area member 
of the Bo ys of 
America League, 
and entitled to wear 
the emblem of the or- 
der. One of the most 
attractive features of 
the emblem or badge 
is the reproduction of 
the face of President 
Roosevelt from:a pho-_ 
tograph taken when 
he was a boy. Here 
certainly is a typical, 
boy of America who. 


We will mention here. 
only one in partic- 
ular entitled The 
Record Breakers 5 of 





the Diamond or the 
All-Star Base Ball 








Tour. e a e e e 





This is a rattling base- 
ball story, written 
exclusively for Boys 


of America by the 





celebrated Yale Ath- | ieee vee ite 

ip aS WG? has worked himself 
tet Bien ee TAD ting Sign rig tome ik wormed f& wup through sheer grit 
FRANK MERRIWELL. | | | | and pluck. 


PRI ZES Among the recent prizes given away to renters of Boys oF AMERICA are 75 Solid Gold ‘Hunting Cas 
Watches. Smaller prizes—Baseballs, Baseball Mits, Imported Jack Knives, etc. MO 


BOYS OF AMERICA’S LAST PRIZE CONTEST WAS $500.00INGOLD —s—i«wts , 





Something New in Stories, Prizes, etc. Always Appearing. 
THE BEST ILLUSTRATED BOYS WEEKLY. 


Sample Copy Sent on Application. i 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers, New York. 


